Jeooerd grashsinieg 
hg 8 BEM 


et FE i sarelecesctbe ty 
Vesg at i ¥ 

* 

Pevaeots 

Veet Se RENEE 


<Feg tety 


‘ Sate 
Satal ~ ‘ “9 petra > 
Ps : Pacesnics ie ME reag Pier ea 
Wajeprn ie alg teh er care ial Sa <i 
ped ating Lynas 


an 


Mee tale he toh Ft deat Dees 

we as tom Gare haiscn fs Ranke a ei rte 
a) a8 34 fk "tam Set per iog ip AN 
oe pane 


Plesectan) 
aitagin 
: oe 
7 pias Fahd 
Penton ie ae fey. 
Rideds Wee 04 eter HS § ts 


Se emtren tenses: ete 
Lind Heh ath ee 9 Dyed 
By wercu 


Ahmed, nee ita + e Rhy | 
specapestnneere rates 
cua via 


aie rcstired 


* ea hasber east te ies 
Pera ahha ESN 


SS: 
ater 
pagioe 


s £ We ee. vee 
Ke, aarnang fey reser 
rhe’, Set eaten erie rarer AP ire 


te pe eee PWS its) a Phe ey iA bern 
; Coens are cet += * 
SPhepstaain nlgle 7 pose 


aE inet ineainy shia A , 8 genbted yeniatd: Peer & 
: = Fedticaes (etapa ees tegen ae pe pte g r sists arta ee 
eine el erent rt. ee % geaentf ibd ni reco ‘ rane tL 
Mies. Sat fe ate Sa NaT PP a 
Lapeet iar 
leas fren gs seme tee 
PAP bao h uate nein iniiata? 
setts © idee W-Ark aa 
a $5.6 


peels eatermesa es vee 
PRETO NMSA S Rata ee 
Ente sreraseeare road (cre ied 
Maker iat auyries be 8a ctn 
aime Te 9 * breathe es < 


$ 
mere ty 4 ‘ " bh eed 
Lente pou 


bed 
nee pas em) ban) a 


wise ts . sie Ss 3 ely pays yeniytty ; 
: econo te ah a fied Sats a eeatat nwa ey 
‘ Ae a Denies nana estes 2 oie Ree erie Lcads teenie 
SPs a AACE HDD Hey ale 4) ieee KS Ali telat nae ese ate oe Lee iene aE 
ret SHbesrsnhs <a ate ea ict, acne tien) ** att pik Seact 
conte ees ete 


“At 


care 
ees = 
Petieattty KY 


Saad Lab : bee Liens agit 
hy Pd ange os 9 reso aca ae i134 tee Bip ees 
3 rfigiaes at sy LIM ca 
pa et ioe yt ate eats apelin 
ae on. oy ihe see Ded, 


” 
eer Gseetien 
Se tek (33 
HS oY 


Saige ioe 
Sa sae oe 
ccimfarat 


cs wpoagreng 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2023 


https://archive.org/details/owb_,O5-MUM-582 


La * 
ay au 


gues 


CHRISTMAS 
PLAYS and EXERCISES 


(Cp Pee oe 


A Coliection of 


Bright and Charming Pieces 


Suited to the Christmas Season 


——— fp 


By Various Authers 


—_—4—— 


FOR YOUNGER CHILDREN 


Republished from Normal Instructor 
and Primary Plans 


Published Jointly By 
F. A. Owen Pub. Co., Dansville, N. Y. 
Hall & McCreary, - Chicago, Ml. 


CONTENTS 


Christmas Secrets 

The Real Santa Claus 
Christmas Joys and Christmas Toys 
What Santa Brought 
ae Lost Reindeer 

In the Palace of Kriss Kringle 
The Captive Jack Frost 

A Christmas Carol 

An Interview with Santa Claus 
The Truly Believers 

A Visit to Santa Claus 


Each Play Also Published Separately 


Copyright, ror0, by F. A. Owen Publishing Co. 


Christmas Secrets 


By Alice E. Allen and T. B. Weaver 


CHARACTERS 


The Christmas Cousins— Dorothy, Ralph. Ruth, 
Frank, Rose, Haruvld, Mollie, Joe, Santa Claus, 
Sally, a waif. A Christmas Fairy. Brownies. 
Children of ‘Good Night Chorus.”’ 


Recipe for Christinas Pie: Put toys, fruits and 
candies into a large washtub for which make an 
adjustable cover of heavy brown paper perforated 
and painted to represent a top of a pie. Conceal the 
Christmas Fairy, a tiny girl, inside the tub. She 
carries a small music-box to be played during 
Brownie’s songs and before her own appearance. 
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Christmas Secrets 
PARTI 


(Room dimly lighted. The eight cousinsare prettily 
grouped about the fireplace. Dorothy and Ruth have 
arms about each other’s waists, heads close together as 
it whispering. Rose rocks doll in cradle ; bends above 
with one hand uplifted as if saying, ‘‘Hush.’’ Ralph, 
Frank and Harold mimic girls’ gestures. Joe and 
Mollie seated on floor, Mollie having one arm about 
neck of a large cat or dog and appearing to whisper in 
its ear; Joe sitting in front with finger uplifted as if 
saying ‘‘ Don’t you tell.’’) 


(All sing. ‘Christmas Secrets.’’) 

Dorothy. (As song ceases)— 

That’s just what Ruth and I were whispering 
about—Santa Claus. 

All. (Clustering about her)— 

Santa Claus! 

Ruth— 

Yes, and we thought of the very nicest plan. 

Rose— 

Oh, tell us, Ruth, please do. 
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All. (Eagerly)— 

Yes, yes, do tell us. 

Dorothy. (In low tone, with pretty gestures, 
while all the others cluster about her)— 

Well, as we have often wished tv catch dear old 
Santa some Christmas eve, Ruth and I think this 
to be the very best time. 

Frank— 

But how, Dorothy? | 

Dorothy. (Confidentially)— 

You see all the cousins are here tonight, and 
instead of going to bed we'll get ready, and after 
the grown folks have retired, we’ll steal back 
down stairs and hide in the parlor, under the 
chairs, and sofas, and tables, and— 

Harold— 

But s’pose we’d go to sleep, Dorothy? 

Ruth— 

We will not all go to sleep, Harold, and who- 
ever keeps awake when Santa comes, must wake 
up the others. 

Rose— 

Oh, won’t it be fun? 

Frank— a 

Let’s go quick and tell the other cousins. 


CHRISTMAS SECRETS 7 


All. (Clapping hands)— 
Oh, won’t it be fun? 


Dorothy— : 
Hark, here they are. 


(Children enter, two and two, each holding, high in 
front, a candie in left hand; in right hand, a stocking 
by side. During the singing of each stanza they may 
give a fancy march about room, taking position across 
front of room for drill. A bell should be struck once 
during each verse of first stanza to represent clock.) 


Song and Drill. ‘‘Good Night Drill.’’ 


DRILL 
(To be given between and after stanzas. ) 


[Position the same as on entrance. Hold left hand 
raised. Swing stocking held forward in right hand, 
four times to left and back to right (eight counts). 
Sway candle held high in left hand, four times to right 
and back to left (eight counts). Swing both, stocking 
to left, candle to right, four times (eight counts). 
Reverse—lower left hand with candle, raise right 
with stocking. Swing both four times (eight counts). 
Hold stocking held in right hand, candle held out 
from side in left, while music goes on, as tableau. 
After last drill, march to fireplace where tacks have 
been placed for stockings. While music grows soft 
each child hangs its stocking in child fashion. The 
eight cousins who have been seated round the fireplace 
join the others, hanging their stockings also. When 
all have finished they face andience, each with finger 
on lips for silence, and hand holding candle slightly 
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raised, in listening attitude for Santa Claus. Hold as 
tableau. ] 


(Curtain.) 


PART II 

(Room dimly lighted as before.) 

Sally. (Tiptocs in, touches things timidly and 
finally talks to herself )— 

Santa’s comin’ here sure. D’ye see them stock- 
in’s, Sally Mullin? My, but won’t they be 
stuffed, though? I’m jist goin’ to set right down 
here by the fire; mebby Santa’ll give me jist a bit 
o’ Christmas for my really and truly own. Tl 
ask “im any’ow. 

(She curls up before the fire and soon falls asleep. 
Then outside is heard a faint tinkle, tinkle of approach- 
ing sleigh bells and a far-off toot of a horn. These 
grow clearer until Santa is heard saying) — 

*"New Dasher, now Dancer, now Prancer and 
Vixen, 
On Cupid, on Comet, on Dunder and Blitzen; 
To the top of the porch, to the top of the wall, 
Now dash-away, dash-away, dash-away all.” 
(Amid noise of bells and hoofs, Santa lifting hand for 
silence, appears in doorway and steals to fireplace and 


gleefully fills stockings. Suddenly he stumbles over 
Sally and falls with a great clatter of toys to the floor. 
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As he is picking himself up, from all sides spring the 
cousins in night gowns and in night caps. They clus- 
ter about him and shout)— 


Oh, goodie, goodie. We’ve caught you, Santa. 
We have, we have, etc. 


(Before Santa can speak, Mollie ties a handkerchief 
over his eyes and all engage in a rousing game of 
‘*Blind-Man’s Buff.’’ Sally, undiscovered, stands in 
bewilderment, rubbing her eyes until she is caught 
and brought forward by Santa.) 


Santa. (Removing: hoodwink)— 

Well, well, well, who’s this? A new cousin, eh? 

Children. (Clustering about him)— 

Why, who is it? Who is it? 

Dorothy— 

She isn’t one of the cousins. 

Mollie. (Coaxingly)— 

Who are you, little girl? Did you come in 
with Santa? 

Sally— 

I ain’t nobody ’tall. Jist Sally Mullin, 

Ruth. (Kindly)— 

But where did you come from, Sally? Did 
you want to find some one? 

All— ' 

What did you want, Sally Muliln? Tell us, 
little girl. 
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Sally. (Bashfully)— 

I didn’t want to find nobody but jist Santa 
Claus. I thought mebby that he might have jist 
a bit of Christmas left over for me. You see, 
(to Santa) Sir, I didn’t never have no Christmas, 
and all I wanted was jist a tiny bit o’ it to put in 
my stockin’. I earned some money and got this 
here pair jist on purpose, Sir. 

(She displays the stockings.) 

All, (Eaclaim)— 

Oh, oh, oh,—she never had a Christmas. Just 
think of it! 

Mollie— 

Never had a Christmas tree, Sally? 

JS 0e— 

I say, didn’t you never have a Christmas 
stocking ? 

Sally— 

Never had nothin’. 

(Children gather about Santa and tell him what 
Sally has said and beg him to fill her stockings.) 

Santa. (Perplexed)— . 

But you see, children, I came here last of all, 
tonight. There were so many little cousins, 
each with such a big stocking, that every one of 
my gifts is gone. 
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Children. (Sorrowfully)— 

What can we do? 

Sally. (Sobbing \— 

Oh, then I can’t have my Christmas after all. 
Oh dear! Oh dear! 


(The cousins in groups of twos and threes consult 
in whispers while Santa watches them approvingly.) 

Dorothy. (Santa nodding assent)— 

We cousins have talked it all over, Sally, and 
we know just what todo. We’ll be Santa Claus 
to you and share our Christmas with you. That 
will give you the loveliest one you can think of. 
Santa knows. 

Santa. (Taking Sally in his arms while the 
others crowd about him)— 

Yes Sally, it will be the loveliest kind of a 
Christmas. Now, Sally, listen. These cousins 
have found the best of all Christmas secrets, that 
is, ‘* Tis more blessed to give than to receive.”’ 

All Sing. (“How We Caught Santa.’’) 


(In waltz time, children should pass around Santa in 
a circle; and, at retard, bow gracefully to him. Pretty 
movenients are suggested. ) . 

(As cousins finish song, Brownies outside take it up, 
repeating chorus. When children and Santa face en- 
trance, in dance some Brownies, dragging a sled on 
which is the Christmas Pie. With the liveliest of 
antics, they pull it to the center of the room, reciting 
in sing-song)— 
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Sing a song of Christmas, 
Stockings hanging high. 
Four-and-twenty sugar plums 
In a Christmas pie. 
When the pie is opened, 
Cousins all will sing: 
Isn’t that a dainty dish 
To set before our king? 
(On last line, they bow to Santa with lifted caps.) 
Cousins. (In ecstasy)— 
A Christmas pie! A real Christmas pie! Oh, 
goodie, oh, goodie! ~ 
Mollie. (To Santa)— 
How do you make Christmas pie, Santa ? 
Santa. (Laughing)— . 
A Christmas pie? Just take—( Brownies sing. ) 


(Brownies in sing-song )— 
Of books, four-and-twenty, 
Of toys rich, a plenty, 
Ten pounds of candy, 
Or more if ’tis handy, 
Flavor with smiles, 
Then stir all together 
>Tween crusts like a feather. 
If you children will tarry, 
You can make Christmas pie. 


(Soft music comes from inside the pie. As the chil+ 
dren listen, the top of the pie is thrown off and out 
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springs the Christmas Fairy. Bowing to pea she 
throws kisses airily to the children.) 

Fairy— 

I’m one of the Christmas Fairies. They are 
all abroad tonight. Peace and Good Will and 
Joy and Love are the others. I’m the tiniest of 
them all; but I have a long name. It is Blessed- 
ness; and I always leave behind one of my _pret- 
tiest and happiest little smiles for each child who 
has made some heart glad this holiday. 

(She lifts her wand and the room grows silent. To 
soft, bewitching music, with the aid of the Brownies 
who are as comic as possible, she distributes contents 
of the pie. Then the Brownies clasping hands form 
circle and dance around the pie and recite in sing- 
song: ‘‘Sing a Song of Christmas,’’ etc,) 

Sally. (After song ceases)— . 

I say, Sally Mullin, jist you wake up now. 
You’re only dreamin’, my dear. Sich things 
can’t be true, you know. Not really and truly 
true. Wake up. 

Dorothy— 


But *tisn’t a dream, Sally. Listen! the Christ- 
mas carol. 


(All in pretty attitudes, listening while outside is 
sung clearly any well-known carol or hymn. All may 
join reverently in last stanza, forming a pretty tableau 
about Santa as carol is completed and curtain falls. ) 


(Curtain, ) 


The Real Santa Claus 


By Laura Rountree Smith 


The Real Santa Claus 


SCENE I. 


(Children around a fireplace where many stock- 
ings hang. They sing to the tune, ‘Little Brown 
Jug.’’) 

Old Santa Claus lives far away, 
But he is coming in his sleigh, 
Coming from the land of snow, 
His sleigh bells jingle, jingle so. 


Chorus— 
Ha! ha! ha! don’t you know? 
Old Santa drives across the snow, 
Ha! ha! ha! he! he! he! he! 

Old Santa Claus loves you and me! 


Old Santa Claus is making toys 
All the year for girls and boys, 
He will down the chimney creep 
When we all are fast asleep. 
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Chorus. 


Old Santa Claus once had a fright, 
A little child stayed up all night. 
So he found her sitting there, 

Fast asleep in her wee chair! 


Chorus. 
Recitations— 


First— 


Old Santa Claus is coming, 

He creeps down the chimney, oh! 
He is a very funny man 

In fur from top to toe. 


Second— 


From the far off Northland 
He comes but once a year; 
And we are very happy for 
Glad Christmas time draws near. 


Third— 


Dear Santa Claus, we love you, 
And the stockings all, you know,. 
Are waiting for your coming. 
They are hanging in a row. 


Fourth— 


Oh, Santa is a jolly man, 
And soon he will appear, 


THE REAL SANTA CLAUS 


He’l] fill our empty stockings full. 
They all are waiting here. 


Fifth— 
Now, soon we all must go to bed, 
And when we’re fast asleep, 


This jolly, funny little man 
Will down the chimney creep. 


Sath— 
If I could stay awake tonight, 
I would be glad, because 
I would say, ** Merry Christmas, 
You jolly Santa Claus.”’ 
Seventh— 
Now isn’t it the strangest thing 
That Santa is so shy, 
And we can never catch him, 
However hard we try? 
KHighth— 
We know that he has been here, 
When we see our books and toys; 
And he is welcomed everywhere 
By little girls and boys. 


Mnth— 
Now, how this funny little man 
Can scamper in and out 
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And never catch one child awake 
Is strange, without a doubt. 


Ali— 


Three cheers for jolly Santa Claus, 
You’ll hear his sleigh bells chime 

Hurrah for jolly Santa Claus! 
Hurrah for Christmas time! 


Enter a boy in haste— 


Oh ho! you little maidens, 

All standing in a row, 
Just listen, little maidens, 

For I’ve brought news, you know. 
As I was coming down the street, 
Who do you think that I should meet ? 
A very jolly little elf, 

I’m sure ’twas Santa Claus himself ! 


Alj— 


No, no, ’twas « mistake, because 
We never can see Santa Claus! 
(Knock.) . 


Enter a boy dressed as Santa, but very small— 


How do you do? how do you do? 

A Merry Christmas I call to you. 

How do you do, little girls and boys? 
What shall I bring you—dolls and toys? 


THE REAL SANTA CLAUS af 


First — 

How are your reindeer, Mr. Santa Claus? 
Santa— 

I haven’t any reindeer! 

All— 


He hasn’t any reindeer, no reindeer for Santa 
Claus! 


~ Second— . 
How did you leave Mrs. Santa Claus? 


Santa— 
I have not the honor of knowing Mrs. Santa. 


i 
He does not know Mrs. Santa Claus! 


Third— 
Have you been busy making toys all the year? 


Santa— 

I never made a toy 1n my life. 

All— : 

He never made a single toy! Oh! Oh! 

Fourth— 

How do you manage to get down the chimney 
so easily? 
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Santa— 


1 don’t come down the chimney. I come in the 
door. 


= 

He does not come down the chimney at all! 

Fifth— 

Where is your pack, Santa Claus? 

Santa— 

I never carry a pack. How many questions 
you ask! 

All— 

He does not carry a pack! Ah ha! He is a_ 
make-believe Santa Claus! 

Santa— 


See, children, I have brought you a Christmas 
tree. It is outside the door. 


(Evit Santa Claus. He returns with tree.) 
All— 


He is a make-believe Santa Claus, but. hurrah 
for the Christmas tree! 


(Eait Santa. ) 
Girl— 
I will write a letter to the real Santa Claus and 
ask what this means. 
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(She writes and then reads.) 

Dear Santa CLaus,— 

Do you ever visit boys and girls in the day 
time? How are your reindeer? Do you still 
come down the chimney? Please answer your 
friend, Mary Brown. 


All— 


Put the letter up the chimney and we will sing 
one more song about Santa Claus! 


(They sing to the tune, ‘‘Music in the Air.” 
Srom College Song's.) 


We’re waiting now dear Santa 

For the jingle of your sleigh, 

Oh, do come down the chimney, 

For there is no better way! 

Far and near we hear a chime, 

At this Merry Christmas time, 

At Christmas time, at Christmas time, 
Oh, hear the merry bells! 


Oh, you will find, dear Santa, 
Stockings hanging in a row, 
Please fill them in the evening 
Very full from top to toe! 

Far and near we hear a chime, 
At this Merry Christmas time, 
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At Christmas time, at Christmas time, 
Oh, hear the merry bells! 


(Sleigh bells are rung in the distance during 
the singing of the song.) 


SCENE II 


Santa Claus’ home. White paper cut in points 
to represent icicles is hung from the ceiling; 
many evergreen trees may be on the stage. 


Mrs. Santa Claus— — 


Well, well, Santa Claus has such a large mail 
at this time of year, I will help him answer the 
letters. Ha! ha! this is the funniest letter I ever 
saw. 


“Dear Santa Ciaus,— 
=) 


Do you ever visit boys and girls in the day 
time? How aie your reindeer? Do you still 
come down the chimney* Please answer your 
friend, “Mary Brown.”’ 


Why of course Santa comes down the chimney! 
What a strange letter for a little girl to write! 
Why should a little girl ask about his reindeer, 
I wonder. She did not ask for any presents for 
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herself! Here comes Santa Claus, himself! (En- 
ter Santa.) Vell, Santa Claus, here are more 
letters for you to read, but this is the strangest 
one of all! 


Santa Claus— 

Merry Christmas, Mrs. Santa. Ha! I am a 
busy man! Let me see the letter. (Reads it.) 
Oh, ho! I believe some one has dressed up a make- 
believe Santa Claus. I must stop this business. 
It is a shame to fool the children. What shall I 
do to every make-believe Santa Claus? I must 
punish him. Soon the children will not believe 
that I really live in the land of ice and snow at 
all. I must answer the little girl’s letter. 


(He writes. Enter an elf with a card on which 
is written, “Any Make-Believe Santa Claus Will 
Be Arrested !’’) 


Santa Claus— 

What have we now, my little elf? 

Elf— 

I am going to make one hundred of these cards, 
with your permission, and scatter them all over 
the world! 

Santa Claus— 

Good, little elf. What would I do without my 
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faithful helpers! Call all the elves, for it is 
Christmas Eve and we must be off ? 


(Enter elves with strings of pop-corn, toys and 
dolls, etc.) 
Song by Elves. (Tune, “«Clementine.’’) 
Oh, dear Santa, dear old Santa, 
We are jolly little elves, 
And we all will gladly help you, 
For we’ll trim the tree ourselves. 


Chorus— 


Dear old Santa, dear old Santa, 
We must go without delay. 

Dear old Santa, dear old Santa 
We’ll go riding in your sleigh. — 


(Exit all, repeating the chorus. They enter 
room where the first Christmas tree was left stand- 
ing and Santa Claus fills the stockings and the 
elves trim the tree. Santa Claus pins a letter on 
one of the stockings. When the elves have done 
their work they dance around the Christmas tree 
with hands joined, while Christmas music is played 
softly. This scene closes with a tableau, Santa 
Claus in front of the Chrastmas tree and the elves 
forming a semi-circle behind him.) 


THE REAL SANTA CLAUS 13 


SCENE III 


(Christmas morning. The children sing softly 
Jrom behind the scenes, and ring bells. Tune, 
“Coming Thro’ The Rye.’’) 


Oh, the sweet bells all are ringing, 
At this Christmas time; 

In the steeple they are swinging, 
Hear their merry chime; 

Merry, merry bells of Christmas, 
Ringing out their song, 

Merry, merry bells of Christmas 
Ringing all day long. 


Oh, the sweet bells all are ringing, 
Hear their chimes again; 

Merry, merry bells of Christmas, 
**Peace, good will to men.”’ 


All the world is full of gladness, 
Hear our voices ring! 

Merry, merry, merry Christmas, 
All the children sing. 
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(Enter all the children.) 

First— 

Oh, the real Santa Claus has been here! 
Second— 

Oh, see the stockings! 

Third— 

Oh, see the Christmas tree! 

Fourth—. 

I have a letter pinned on my stocking! 
All— 

A letter from the Real Santa Claus! 


Fourth reads letter— 


‘*My Dear Litrte Girt, — 

That was a very funny letter that you wrote 
me. I will answer your questions, of course. I 
never yet was seen by a boy or girl. I live up 
North just next door to Fairyland. My reindeer 
are well and they draw my sleigh very swiftly 
across the snow. I like to come down the chim- 
ney but I cannot tell you why. It is one of my 
secrets. Goud-bye. I wish you all a Merry 
Christmas, 

Tue Reav Santa Craus.”’ 
All— 


Hurrah for the Real Santa Claus! - 


Christmas Joys and 
Christmas Toys 


By Laura Rountree Smith 


What Santa Brought 


By Willis N. Bugbee 


CHARACTERS 


Santa Claus’s workshop. Children represent dolls 
and toys. There should be a rag doll, china doll, 
darkey doll, sailor doll, soldier doll, Chinaman, and 
many others, A small boy behind a big drum repre- 
sents adrum. A boy belinda sled placed on end, a 
sled, etc. All the dolls and toys are asleep. Enter 
Santa Claus with a bottle. 


Christmas Joys and Christmas Toys 


ScENE I. 


Santa Claus—Just think of it, a child found this 
bottle of ‘‘ Discontent,’’ and was drinking from it when 
Isaw him. Dear, dear! one never can tell what chil- 
dren will do next. NowIsuppose if he had taken one 
drop more he would not have thought Santa Claus was 
good to him on Christmas. Ha! ha! the rag doll is 
awake! Jemima, why don’t you sleep like the rest? 
Never mind, you can’t say a word, poor dear, your 
mouth was sewed up so tight. You may remain awake. 
Now, lest some of the meddlesome toys awake before 
I return, and touch this bottle, I will write a word of 
warning here. 


(Santa Claus steps to the board and writes: ‘‘Do not 
touch the bottle of Discontent.’’) 
(Lait Santa Claus.) 


(The rag doll begins to move slowly, and goes over 
to the table, looks at the bottle, tastes it, and then goes 
to all the dolls and toys and tries to rouse them. She 
tickles one under the chin, shakes another, etc. They 
all wake up. The talking doll says: “Why Jemima, 
what are you doing?’ Jemima steps to the board and 
points to what Santa Claus has written, then goes to 
the bottle and drinks again. The other dolls crowd 
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around her and drink. They give some to the toys. 
Discontent now has struck all of them. They return to 
their places and take part in the following dialogue.) 


Soldier Doll— 
I wonder what is the matter with me, 
I am just as dusty as can be; 
My sword is gone and my buckle too— 
I don't know what in the world to do. 
A soldier boy without sword or gun, 
Never could make the enemy run. 
My hair is ugly and still uncurled, 
I wish I was out in the big, wide world. 


China Doll— 


Christmas time will soon be here, 
Dollies dear, you know, 

How very dreadful it would be 
If I should have to go 

To Polly Ann, or Mary Jones, 
Oh, it would make me cry 

To go to poor folks when 
I’ve always held my head so high. 

Yes, Christmas time will soon be here, 
And all the girls and boys 

Want dolls and playthings that can run, 
And other kinds of toys. 


Sailor Boy— 


I want to sail on the wide, wide sea, 
This workshop is no palce for me. 
Santa Claus has a letter I see, 

For a sailor doll—that must be me. 


(Reads letter.) 
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‘*T want a ’really sailor boy, 
With lovely yellow hair; 

I want him to wed Isabel, 
I am sure he wouldn’t care.’’ 


Oh dear, oh dear! if I must wed 
Strange Isabel, my hair’ll be red! 


(Steps to a can of paint: paints his hair red.) 


Darkey Dotl— 
A wee little girl, a dear little girl, 
A girl with violet eyes, 
I want to go to—yes I do, 
It would be a nice surprise! 
Soldier Boy (veading another letter)—Why, you are 
to go to an Eskimo baby! 
(Darkey Doll weeps.) 
Chinaman Doli— 
Oh, I am very bold, 
And a man of great renown, 
But I want to go away 
And live in China Town! 


Another Doli—Hear the tin dishes rattle. 


The Drum (beginning to beat} —Ol dear, I am afraid 
I will be beaten to death by some small boy, and if he 
should break my head I em afraid I would be very ill. 


Sled—That is nothing compared to having your toes 
frosted, and being left out all night in the snow! 
(A horn sounds. Enter Santa Claus.) 
Santa Claus-—Why children, what has happened? 
(The rag doll points to the notice on the board. The 
rest all nod.) 
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Santa Claus—Well, well, I must find Fairy Sunshine. 
(Enter Fairy Sunshine.) 


Fairy Sunshine (Tune: ‘‘Where Has my Little Dog 
Gone?’')— 
Why, oh why are the toys so sad? 
Oh, what can the trouble be? 
Kor all who now are in Santa Claus land 
Should live most happily. 


I see, oh I see now that discontent 
Is shown on every brow, 

And I must cast on you a spell 
Of joy, dear friends, right now. 


Now all oi the faces are learning to smile; 
I think it is because 

They each will try to be happy and good, 
And love dear Santa Claus. 


Chorus— 
ra,eta, laetce 


(During the chorus, Fairy taps them all lightly with 
wand. ) 


SCENE II. 


(Santa Claus alone at a table reads aloud the follow- 
ing letter): 
Pleasant Valley, December 20th. 
Dear Santa Claus :— 

Iam a poor little boy. I never had a book or toy 
in my whole life. I hope you will remember me this 
Christmas. 

Your friend, 
John Hill. 
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Santa Claus—Dear me! this letter has come go late 
all my toys are spoken for, but perhaps the school chil- 
dren will help me. (Zaps dell.) 


(Enter children singing. Tune: ‘‘Little Brown 
fag i 
Oh Santa Claus, we heard you ring 
And so we come to you and sing. 
We are happy girls and boys, 
And love to sing of Christmas joys. 


Chorus— 
Ha! ha! ha! he! he! he! 
A very merry man is he—is he, 
Ha! ha! ha! he! he! he! 
Santa Claus so merry is he! 


Oh, Santa Claus, we love you well, 
And we would like to have you tell 
Something we might do for you, 

To prove now that our love is true. 


Santa Claus—Oh, Children, I want you to help me. 
Here comes a letter from a poor little boy and all my 
toys are packed. 

Children—We will ali help you. 

First Child— 

Oh Santa Claus, dear Santa Claus, 
My books are in a row; 

I will give you one from off my shelf. 
I would like to help you so; 

And then this little stranger boy 
May taste of Christmas joys, 

And never know that he was helped 
By other girls and beys. 
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Second Child— 


Santa Claus, at Christmas time 

Kach year you bfought to me 
A box of paints and I have learned 

To paint a picture—See! 

(Holds up a picture.) 

Now, will you take this little gift? 

I’m sure I’d like to play 
At being a real Santa Claus, 

Perhaps I can today! 


(As the children recite their verses they each hand 
Santa Claus a present.) 


Third Child— 


I have a dog, a little dog, 
A dog that is made of wool, 
You may tease him, you may play with him 
And often you may pull 
His lovely tail, curly tail, 
Pretiy tail of wool. 


This little dog, pretty dog, 
Dog that is so good, 

Has lost one eye and tiny ear! 
But really if you should 

Care for him, I'll give him up, 
I know he will be good. 


(Enter twelve boys with sleds. Sing, Tune: ‘‘March- 
ng Through Georgia’’)— 


Sing a song of winter time— 
When snow is falling down 

Every boy must have a sled 
And coast all o’er the town. 
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Then here is red, and blue, and green, 
The prettiest ever seen, 
See then, dear Santa Claus, we help you. 


Chorus— 
Hurrah! hurrah! for sleds in winter time, 
Murrah! hurrah! oh hear our-merty rhyme. 
Santa Claus we bring to you 
Our sleds both bright and new, 
While we are singing of winter. 


Sing a song of happiness, 
For Christmas time is here, 
And we gayly sing to you. 
We love you, Santa dear; 
Jingling bells across the snow 
Tell of winter fun, 
While we are singing of winter. 


Fourth Child— 

I will give you a pair of skates, 
For every boy should know 

The joy that comes in winter time, 
With ice, as well as snow. 

They are a lovely, shiny pair, 
I ne’er before had any, 

And so I worked quite busily 
And saved up every penny. 

And Santa Claus, dear Santa Claus, 
Because I love you true, 

I want to help you, so today 
I give the skates to you. 


Full Chorus (Air: ‘‘Upidee’’)— 


Oh, we will help you Santa dear, 
At Christmas time, at Christmas time, 
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To bring the little ones good cheer. 
Hear the sweet bells chime. 

And now before we go away 

We wish the kind folks all ‘‘ good day.”’ 


Chorus— 
Sing hurrah for Santa Claus, 
Sweet bells chime, 
Sing hurrah for Santa Claus, 
*Tis happy Christmas time. 


So now we sing our parting song, 
‘Tis growing late, growing late, 
And reindeer look for you we know, 
For long they cannot wait. 
We hear them prancing o’er the snow, 
And to your reindeer you must go. 
(Zxit ail.) 


SCENE III. 
(Infant Class. Dialogue and Drill.) 


First Childa— 
Did you ever, long ago, 
See stockings in a row, 
Waiting for jolly old St. Nick? 


Second Child— 


» He will come down with his pack 
Of toys upon his back 
And leave his reindeer waiting in the snow. 
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Third Child— 
Did you ever, long ago, 
Say you really wished to know 
Something of this chubby little man? 


Fourth Chiuld— 


How a gentleman so tall 
Can go down a chimney small, 
I would like to have you tell me if you can. 


Aul— 


Jolly old St. Nick, 
Catch him if you can, 
Jolly old St. Nick, 
He isa merry man. 


STOCKING DRILL 


(The stockings should be of a gay color and have belis 
Jastened so as to jingle. All the motions are to be taken 
to four counts of thé music.) 3 


Stockings held up. 

Stockings held down. 

Stockings held right. 

Stockings held left. 

Repeat, shaking them. 

Swing around the head. 

Every other one up, every other one down. 

Two center couples lead back, lines separate, pass 
several times, meet in a circle. 

All to the center and back. 

March to the right. 

March to the left. 

Separate, pass each other, line up in two lines and 
close with any Christmas song. 


What Santa Brought 


(An exercise for six small children. Each child 
brings one of the following articles: Drum, horn, bic- 
ture-book, doll, doll carriage, skates.) 


First Child— 


See what Santa brought for me, 
Rub-a-dub. (Drumming) 
Now I’m going to join the band 
'N wear a uniform so grand, 
And I'll beat my druim so fast, 
Folks will stare as they go past 
Rub-a-dub. 


Second Child— 


See what Santa brought for me, 
Toot! toot! toot! (Blows horn.) 
When the cows get in the corn, 
I will toot and blow my horn, 
But like little boy in blue, 
I’ll not go to sleep, would you? 
Toot! toot! toot! 


Third Child— 
See what Santa brought for me 
In the night. (Holds up book.) 


Pretty pictures to look at—(¢urns leaves.) 
Boys and girls and pussy cat, 
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Birdies in their coats so bright, 
’N naughty animals that bite. 
Oo—o—o—o! 


Fourth Child— 


See what Santa brought for me, 
Ain’t she sweet? (Hugs doll.) 
Pretty eyes that close up tight, 
When she goes.to bed at night ; 
She can move her arms and feet, 
’N do most anything but eat. 
Ain’t she sweet? 
Fifth Child— 
See what Santa brought for me, 
Oh, so nice! (Pushes carriage.) 
Dolly’il have a ride each day 
In her carriage and—oh say— 
-When it’s summer, in the park 
She may ride all day till dark, 
So she may. 


Siath Child— 
See what Santa brought for me, 
Brand new skates. (/7ts one to foot.) 
Just my fit, too. Wonder where 
Santa found what size I wear. 
Mamma says I’ll bump my head, 
But I’ll learn of brother Ned, 
'N I ain’t ’fraid. 
All march from stage, drumming, blowing horn, 
etc.) 


The Lost Reindeer 


By Laura Rountree Smith 


DIRECTIONS 


CosTUMES:—Mrs. Santa Claus, red dress, white cap, 
apron and kerchief. Santa Claus, long fur coat, fur 
cap. Jack Frost, white suit, trimmed with sprays of 
evergreen. Elf, brownie suit, cap withbells. Jumping 
Jacks, same aself. Doils, any fancy costumes, or, if 
preferred, the heads only of the dolls may be seen as 
they bob up behind a screen to recite their’ pieces. 

For the second scene, a reindeer’s head may be drawn 
on the blackboard. if no real head can be procured. 


The Lost Reindeer 


Mrs. Santa Claus, (setting a tea-table\—I wonder 
why Santa Claus does not come home. Now I have 
supper all ready. Perhaps he is looking for some one 
to help him in his workshop. Christmastime is almost 
here) (Knock. Enter a little Elf.) 

Mrs. Santa Claus—Well, young man, what brings 
you here? 

L£if—I hear that Santa Claus needs help in his work- 
shop. 

Mrs. Santa Claus—Well, what can you do? 

£/7—Oh, I can paint the dolls’ faces, and paste on 
their hair! 

Mrs. Santa Claus—-Suppose you stay and have supper 
with us; I expect Santa Claus to come any minute. 

(The Elf seats himself, and Mrs. Santa Claus seats 
herself with her knitting, and says-) 

Oh, Christmas time is coming soon, 
And all the girls and boys 

Will hang their stockings up and ask 
For many kinds of toys. 

Old Santa will go out at night 
And drive across the snow, 
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All his reindeer wiil be swiit, 
On Christmas eve, you know! 

Then, on the house-top he will bound,- 
And down the chimney creep, 

And fill the empty stockings full, 
While little children sleep. 


Back up the chimney Santa 711 go, 
As still as any mouse. 

He’ll say, ‘‘ There's not a soul awake 
In this nice little house,’’ 

Then on, the swift reindeer will go, 
And travel all night long, 

And Santa Claus will laugh and shout 
And cheer them with his song, 

‘*A Merry Christmas, little folk, 
If you could only see, 

‘A Merry Christmas,’ little folk, 
You would call back to me!”’ 


£lf—I lave heard Santa Claus sing that song! 


kag Doli—Please don’t let him sew my mouth up, 
please don’t let him sew my mouth up! 


£/7—Ha! Ha! all the dolls are awake! 
China Doli—I am so stiff I can scarcely move! 
French Doli—See the funny little Elf! 


Bisque Doll—I wish some one would bring the rubber 
doll a voice! 


Sailor Doli—The Elf said he could paint our faces! 
Rag Doli—Please don’t sew my mouth up! 
Soldier Doll—I would like to go off to the war! 


Japanese Doll—Won’t it be fun to ride in Santa Claus’ 
sleigh ! 
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China Doll—Do-re-me-fa-sol ! 

French Doli—You are a fine singer! 

Wax Doli—Sol-fa-me-re-do! 

Soldier Doll—So you can sing too! 

kag Doli—Please don’t sew my mouth up! 

Mrs. Santa Claus—Go, little Elf, and see if you 
cannot put the dolls to sleep; it is far past their bed 
time. I must watch for Santa Claus. \ 

£lf—What can I do with the dolls? Perhaps if they 
speak pieces they will go to sleep! Who will speak a 
piece? 

French Doll— 
Oh, I want to travel across the snow, 
And with Santa Claus take a ride; 
The Japanese doll will go with me, 
And the China doll by my side. 
‘*A Merry Christmas,’’ We’!] shout, heigh-ho! 
It is fun to travel across the snow! 
Tissue-paper Doll— 
I always am put on a Christmas tree, 
On the topmost bough where all can see. 
I wear a dress of filmy white, 
And a star in my hair that shines so bright. 
Oh, I am as happy as I can be, 
For I love to swing on the Christmas tree! 


Soldier Doll— os Ts 
Dear little Elf, if I had a drum 
I surely would make the enemy run; 
I hope I will grow to a boy some day, 
And then of the war we will often piay. 
(Z/f pretends to sleep.) 


Enter Jack Frost—Ha! ha! Santa Claus never gives 
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me a Christmas present. I guess I will take a present 
myself! Ha! ha! the good housewife does not like 
me, because I broke her best china pitcher! The chil- 
dren do not like me, because I pinch their fingers and 
toes! Well, well, well, Jack Frost must have his fun. 
I am going to look at Santa Claus’ reindeer! 


Dolis—He is going to look at Santa Claus’ reindeer! 


Jack Frost—What was that, an echo? Santa Claus’ 
shop is full of many toys. I must be going; you will 
hear the sleigh bells jingle as I ride away! ha! ha! 
Who’s afraid? Not Jack Frost! Here is a little Elf 
fast asleep; it is well he did not hear me! ha! ha! 

(Lait Jack Frost.) 


Elf (rubs his eyes)—I feel as if I had been asleep. 
Oh, see the window, it looks as if Jack Frost had been 
here ! 


Dolls—zJack Frost! 
L£lif—I do not know how to put you all to sleep. 
Suppose you sing a song. 
Dolls sing—(Tune: ‘Jingle Bells.’’) 


Oh, Christmas time draws near, 
And dollies all rejoice. 

We’ll help to fill the stockings full 
We have no other choice! 

Just watch us in our play, 
We cannot linger long, 

The little Elf says we must sleep, 
And so we sing this song. 

Chorus— ; 
Go to sleep, go to sleep, 
Dollies dear, do try, 

Santa Claus is very late, 
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The wee Elf can’t guess why. 
Go to sleep, go to sleep, 
Snowflakes softly fall. 
Soon old Santa will be here, 
We’ll hear his merry.call! 

Rag Doll—Please don’t sew my mouth up! 

Elf—There, you woke them all up again. Sing 
the chorus once more! (They all sing.) 

Jumping Jack—Oh, I am so tired sitting here in this 
box! — 

(Dolls all wake up and Elf tells the Jumping Jacks to 
come out of their boxes. Jumping Jacks come to the 
front, andjump to music, stand in two rows andjump, 
with hands on the hips, hands by the sides, hands clasped 
over their heads. All join hands, march, meet in twos, 
repeat the jumping. Face each other and jump, march, 
pass each other, line up in two lines, and recite.) 

Oh, we are the jolly Jumping Jacks, 
We are not quite done, ’tis true, 
But Santa Claus will finish us 
With paint, as well as glue! 
The little Elf will help us, too, 
For it is very clear, 
That Jumping Jacks must all be done; 
For Christmas time draws near! 

Re-enter Mrs. Santa Claus—Well, little Elf did the 
dolls go to sleep? 

Elf—No, they are as wide awake as ever. 

Mrs. Santa Claus—Never mind; I will sing them to 

sleep. 
(The Elf braids the dolls’ hair, and Mrs. Santa 
Claus sings. Tune: ‘‘ Rock-a-bye, Baby.’’) 
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Go to sleep, dollies, in Santa Claus’ shop, 

At all the houses his reindeer will stop. 

Old Santa’ll be coming, now shut your eyes tight. 
Go to sleep, dollies, good night, good night. 


Rock-a-hye, dollies, aud dream of his sleigh, 
Soon, dear old Santa will take you away; 
Dream of the stockings and dream of the toys 
That will be waiting for good girls and boys! 
(Dolls ail sleep.) 
Enter Santa Claus—Good wife, one of our reindeer 
is lost. I have looked for him everywhere! 
Mrs. Santa Claus—One of the reindeer! 
Elf— 
Santa Claus do not be sorrowful, pray, 
, Though some one has taken your reindeer away ; 
Give up your search and let me go, 
Ill bring your reindeer back, I know. 
Such a wee little Elf could hide on a shelf, 
Or go in through a key-hole, and help himself. 
Ha! ha! he! he! Santa Claus, don’t you see, 
The search will be rare fun for me! 
Santa Claus—Go then, little Elf. 


(Lait Elf. Santa sits down to supper. The dolls 
say sleepily, ‘‘veindeer!’’ Curtain falls, or Santa 
Claus leaves the platform.) 


SCENE II 
(Jack Frost is talking to himself. A reindeer head 
Shows at the back of the room).—Ho! ho! here we are 
at last. Well, old reindeer, you do not look very 
happy. Do you wish you were back in Santa Claus 
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land? Iam in a bad fix, after all, for I dare not drive 
you across the snow, as some of the fairies would see 
us and report the matter to Santa Claus. I guess we 
will have to stay in-doors. It is bad for my business, 
very bad. What ho! who comes here? 

Enter Elf—How do you do, Jack Frost! I have 
brought you a present. (Presents Jack Frost with a 
large brush and can of paint.) 

Jack Frost—A present for me, how strange! 

£lf—A\l the fairies know that you are an artist! 
This can contains a new color. Dear Jack Frost, now 
I beg of you let me take the reindeer back. Sarta 
Claus will miss him, and the children will grieve if 
Santa Claus should torget them. 

Jack Frost—Would the chiidren really care? 

Llif—Yes, all the children look for Santa Claus; they 
hang up their stockings on Christmas Eve. 

Jack Frost—lf you can prove that the children really 
care, I will let the reindeer go. 

(Exit Jack Frost and Elf. Later they enter and 
look over screen at the back of the room, or stand at 
one side. Enter twenty-four boys and girls wearing 
night dresses and carrying stockings. Sing. Tune: 
“Hold the Fort.’’) 

Santa Claus will fill the stockings, 
Hanging in a row; 
Soon we’ll hear his sleigh bells jingle 
Ont, across the snow! 
Chorus— ; 
Sing hurrah! for he is coming 
Santa Claus, so dear; 
Patter, patter go the reindeer, 
Santa’s drawing near! 
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(Hang up stockings in back of room on a cord placed 
for them.) 
All our stockings look so empty 
Hanging in a row; 
Soon old Santa Claus will fill them 
Full from top to toe. 


Karly then on Christmas morning, 
From our beds we'll creep, 

Looking for our heavy stockings, 
While our parents sleep. 


We’ll shout hurrah! come see our presents! 
Wake up, parents dear! 
And they wiil answer, ‘‘Merry Christmas, 
Santa Claus was here!’’ 
first—What would you do if Santa Claus should fail 
us? 
Second—How could Santa Claus fail? 
Third—He might be sick or something might happen 
to one of his reindeer! 


Fourth—He might get buried in a deep snow-drift! 
Fifth—How dreadful that would be! 
Sixth—We could not get along without Santa Claus! 
Sevent4—Santa Claus is coming, hurrah! 
(All repeat chorus and march out.) 
Boy enters and recites (with letter in hand)— 
I wrote a letter to Santa Claus, 
And this is what I said: 
“*Dear Santa, I’m an honest boy, 
I never had a sled, 
So bring me one all bright and new, 
A wee sled that will fly, 
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I want no other kind of toy, 
Dear Santa Claus good-bye.”’ 
Girl (with muff and furs) — 
I wrote a letter to Santa Claus, 
My mamma told me to— 
I said: ‘‘Bring me some dolls and toys, 
Remember, Santa, do. 
But Santa dear, I want a muff, 
And furs, too, if you please; 
And if you have none just my size, 
I’d like a set like these. 
The muff is rather large, .’tis true, 
The furs are big and wide; 
But if you please, dear Santa, 
Tis a pleasant place to hide!’’ 
(Hides face.) 
Girl (with doll) — 
Dollie, dear, now go to sleep, 
Really you had better, 
For your little mother here, 
Soon must write a letter 
To a joliy little man, 
Who likes the ice and snow. 
Jolly, jolly, Santa Claus, 
Wears furs from top to toe! 
I want a nice, new dollie; — 
Then Santa, can’t you guess? 
For my dear old, old dollie, 
I want a bright, new dress! 
Boy— 
I wonder if old Santa Claus, 
When he was just a boy, 
Was very good at Christmas time, 
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His parent’s pride and joy! 
I wonder if his stocking hung 
Beside the chimney tall! 
I wonder if dear Santa Claus 
Had any toys at all! 
Boy— 
Oh, Santa Claus, I know you’ll come, 
And bring to me a big, red drum, 
I:want a book and candy, too, 
Most any kind, I think, would do. 
A Merry Christmas, Santa dear, 
I'm glad, for Christmas time draws near}! 
Recitation for three little giris— 
First— 
Dear Santa Claus is coming, 
He will be here tonight, 
His reindeer travel o’er the snow, 
When stars are shining bright! 


Second— 
So all the little children 
Must go to bea and sleep; 
For Santa Claus is coming, 
Down the chimney he will creep. 
Third— 
Dear Santa will bring presents 
For all the girls and boys, 
His pack is heavy on his back, 
; He carries many toys! 
Ali— 
We'll bid dear Santa welcome! 
Our happy voices call, 
A Merry Christmas, Santa Claus! 
A Merry Christmas, all! 
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£lf—Jack Frost, the children all love Santa Claus! ; 

Sack Frosit—vVes, yes, little Elfj-you may take the 
reindeer back 1o Santa Claus land. I would not like 
to have the dear children disappointed ! 

£if—Then I may ride the reindeer back? 

Jack Frost—Yes, yes, and I must go to work, I have 
some fine bits of work to do! Merry Christmas, little 
Elf! 

£ilf—Merry Christmas, Jack Frost! 

: (Lait both.) 
(Enter ten girls with evergreen wreaths.) 
First— 
A pine tree out in the;forest grew, 
The loveliest pine that the forest knew! 
Second— 
The pine tree had branches reaching far, 
It pointed straight toward the brightest star! 
Third— 
The birds built their nests in the old pine tree, 
It was proud and happy as it could be. 
Fourth— 
All through the years it grew and grew, 
And many a secret the pine tree knew! 
Fifth— 
The wind sang many a lullaby, 
And the pine tree sent its branches high. 
Sixth— 
The pine tree had waited long and long, 
When a little child sang a Christmas song. 


Seventh— 
And the stars said, ‘‘ We told you long ago!”’ 
And the north wind said, ‘‘ Yes, of course it’s so!’’ 
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Eighth— 
Then the old pine tree began to sigh, 
And to wave its arms to the passers-by. 
Ninth— 
And then it became a Christmas tree, 
And the children shouted and laughed with glee! 
Tenth— 
We made these wreaths from its branches so 
We swing them lightly to and fro. 
All— 
We hold them o’er our faces, so, 
And wonder if the pine can know 
How glad we are ’twas the fairest tree 
In all the forest that man could see. 
So little children shout and call 
‘‘A Merry Christmas, one and all, 
Swinging, swinging, to and fro, 
’Tis happy Christmas time, you know!”’ 
Enter Jack Frost—Well, well, I am glad I let the 
reindeer go. How he did bound away! What now—a 
knock at the door? I have no time to admit a caller, 
I must decorate all the windows in this house before 
morning ! 
Linter Elf— 
Ha! hal ho! ho! Oh, don’t you know 
I’m a wee little Elf? I can help myself, 
< can come through a key-hole, or hide on a’shelf, 
But now I come to you, because 
I have brought you a present from Santa Claus. 


Jack Frost—A present from Santa Claus! (Opens it 
and displays a picture of Santa Claus.) Well, well, it 
is a picture of dear old Santa Claus! At last, I have 
received a Christmas present! 
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(Enter many children, stand back of Jack Frost and 
the Elf, and sing. Tune: ‘Good-bye, My Lover, 
Good-by.’’) 

We’re. waiting now for Santa Claus, 

He’s coming soon, you know, 
And he will find our stockings there, 

All hanging in a row. 
Then sing three cheers for Santa Claus, 
We love this jolly man, because 
He brings the very nicest toys 
For waiting girls and boys. 

(Bells ring back of stage.) 


Chorus— 
Then sing three cheers for Santa Claus, 
The bells ring sweet and clear ; 
‘*A Merry Christmas’’ sing we all, 
For Santa’s almost here. 


We know this jolly little man, 
We call him Santa dear; 
He takes his pack upon his back, 
But once in every year! 
Oh, Christmas many joys will bring, 
Of Santa Claus“we love to sing, 
’Tis Merry, Merry Christinas time, 
Oh hear the sweet bells chime. 
Chorus— 


In the Palace of Kriss Kringle 


By Annie M. Wadhams Lawton 


CHARACTERS 


Kriss KRINGLE, in workshop suit, red knee-breeches, 
loose blouse, long white hair and whiskers, long fur 
coat or red robe trimmed with ermine (cotton with 
black tufts) and red cap. 

SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS, a pretty girl with long, light 
hair, white robe, silver paper crown,—also dark loose 
robe. 

MOTHER GoosE, short, red skirt, red blouse, elbow 
sleeves, peaked cap (carries small broom). 

PosTMAN, boy dressed in postman’s uniform. (Letter 
bag filled with letters for Kriss Kringle. ) 

BROWNIES, (may be boys or girls). Brownie suits, 
blouse and knee-breeches, toboggan caps, long end 
hanging,—Brownie Binks, Brownie Jinks, Brownie 
Doodle, Brownie Noodle, Brownie Faxon, Brownie 
Jaxon, Brownie Wing and Brownie Sing. 


In the Palace of Kriss Kringle 


TIME 


Six weeks previous to Christmas when Kriss Kringle 
and the Brownies work day and night. 


SCENE 


The palace of Kriss Kringle should be appropriately 
fitted up to show tlie office in his big palace with exits 
R. aud L. to workshops. A framework may be built 
and the top and sides coyered with cotton sprinkled 
with diamond dust, to give it a snowy effect, evergreens 
stacked outside and holly branches. A desk and office 
chair, desk furnishings, shelves containing books, a 
telescope (easily made with rolls of heavy paper), tel- 
ephone, table containing toys, etc., and anything that 
imagination would suggest as appropriate for the place. 


(Enter Brownies R. and L. Kriss Kringle asleep 
in office chatr.) 
Brownies (in chorus, to the air, ‘‘Jingle Bells’’)— 
O, we are happy Brownies, 
Who love the ice and snow; 
We’ ve frolicked o’er the mountains, 
Right where the north winds blow. 
We’ve traveled in our snow-shoes, 
And made very little noise, 
All the way to Toyland 
To work among the toys. 


CHORUS— 
Toyland, Toyland, 
This is real joyland 
In the palace, in the palace, 
Of dear old Kriss Kringle. 
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Toyland, Toyland, 
This is real joyland, 
In the palace, in the palace, 
Where the Brownies love to mingle. 


Brownie Binks— 
O, Ho! Here is Kriss Kringle fast asleep. 
This is surely a joke, a joke! 


Brownie Jinks— 
In his easy chair with his pipe in hand, 
He’s just been taking a smoke, a smoke! 


Brownie Doodle— 
So we’ll skip off for a game of tag, 
While Kriss is fast asleep, — 


Brownie Noodle— 


And into the workshop before he awakes, 
We’ll take a sly little peep. 


Brownies— 


CHORUS— 
Toyland, Toyland, ete. 


(Kriss Kringle awakens, and seeing Browntes, 
laughs and claps his hands.) 


Kriss Kring le— 
Ho, ho! my Brownies, 
You're quite on time, I see; 
You’ve caught me napping, 
I was tired as I could be. 
Right welcome you are to Kringle-land, 
I’m sorry I kept you waiting 
But I worked all night and fell gers 
And so you caught me napping 
The boys and girls have been very good, 
And strictly ‘done their duty. 
So now to reward them I’m intent, 
With gifts of use atid beauty. 
Now put your sunshine faces on, 
And work with a hearty will; 
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Then soon we’ll have toys of every kind, 
Their stockings and trees to fill. 


Brownie Faxon— 


O, Kriss Kringle! Dear Kriss Kringle! 
You’re the funniest man I know; 
With apple rosy cheeks, 
And beard as white as snow. 


Brownie Jaxon— 


With heart as big as the great round world, 
And deep as the blue, blue sea, 

With love for all, both the great and small, 
Yes, with even love-for me. 


Brownie Wing— 
We haste to do your bidding, 
To work or play we’ll go. 
For soon now you’ll be going, 
O’er mount or field of snow. 


Browntes, (dance around and sing) — 


CHORUS— 
Toyland, Toyland, etc. 


Kriss Kring le— 
’Tis only six weeks to Christmas; 
There’s lots of work to be done. 
To look over my record ot girls and boys, 
Will be anything now but fun. 
So we’ll work and sing and play, 
And keep happy the livelong day. 
You may go to the workshop, boys, 
And get your brushes and paint, 
And show me the designs for sleds, 
As you wish them to decorate. 
But Jinks and Binks, before you go, 
Bring the telescope in to me; 
While the day is light, 
And rosy and bright, 
There are children I must see, 
To know, if just ’fore Christmas, 
They are good as they can be. 
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Doodle and Noodle, just open my books, 
At the record up to date. 


(Brownies rush around obeying orders. Kriss 
Kringle takes out watch to see time.) 
It’s now about time for the postman; 
He’s often a little late. 


(Brownies go out singing chorus.) 


Kriss Kringle (takes telescope and looks out oF 
window) — 


All’s well, all's well, 
For far and wide, 
Wherever I can see, 
. On valley broad or mountain side, 
Or o’er the deep, blue sea, 
Hangs the annual niystery. 


(Sits at desk and looks over record book.) 


The record this year, 
Gives me great satisfaction. 
Well, it means enough work 
To drive one to distraction. 


(Postman whistles outside. ) 
Come in, Mr. Postman, 
You’re welcome today. 
Your mail bag looks heavy,— 


Postman— 


You’re right. As you say, 
The bag is well packed 
With letters for you 
From the boys and the girls 
Who ’re in love, it is true, 
With you, Mr. Kringle, 
Tie most popular ian; 
In all the round world 
You’re quite in the van. 


Kriss Kringle— 


Yes, yes, Mr. Postman, 
Quite right, without doubt. 
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My wide popularity 
Soon 711 find out. 
(Looking over letters.) 
From the north and the south, 
From the east and the west, 
Here are letters and letters, 
And I love them all best. 
(Opens one and reads.) 
‘*Dear Kriss:— 
Will you give me a drum, 
And a truly snow sled? 
Yes, one that is painted 
A most beautiful red.’’ 
(Another one says:) 
“*Please bring mea dolly, 
With eyes as blue 
As the blue of the skies; 
Please, Santa Claus, do.’’ 


Postman— 
Surely this is the day of fads and frills, 
When every child has whatever he wills. 


Kriss Kringle (reads, then folds letter )— 
Ho, Ho! one asks for a watch, 
And an automobile; 
Another, a sewing-machine and a wheel. 
I’1l now make the entries 
Of each one’s request, 
And reward every one 
As I then think best. 


Postman— 
Good day, Mr. Kringle, 
I must start on my route. 
Next time I’ll bring you another recruit. 


Kriss Kring le— 
Good day, Mr. Postman, 
Take note on your way 
Of the boys and the girls, 
And tell me, I pray, 
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Of any you find 
Through country or town, 
Who are naughty or rude, 
Or who quarrel or frown. 


Postman— 


Good day, I’!] away, 
Much work, little play. (Postman exit.) 
(Brownies enter, each carrying pail and brush.) 
Kriss Kringle— 
Well Brownies, my table is spread, 
With letters from girls and boys, 
Each asking for what he wants most 
In the line of doils or toys. 
We have houses and wagons and carts 
That are quite complete in all parts; 
And automobiles with two or four wheels, 
Sleds, trunks, and Noah's Arks— 
Let me see with what taste 
You'll put on the paint. 
There’s no time to waste, 
Let me hear no complaint. 


Brownies (chorus of voices, Air: “Jingle Bells’’)— 
O, we are happy Brownies, 
And we’ll show it’s our endeavor 
To make the children happy, 
In which we prove quite clever. 
We’re going to decorate 
And inake some new designs, 
We'll take unusual caution 
In laying in the lines. 


Painters, painters, 

We are little painters. 
Right and left, right and left, 
Stir the paint and use it deft; 

Decorate, decorate, 

We are little decorators, 
Right and left, right and left, 
Stir the paint and use it deft. 


(Suzt the action to the words.) 
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Brownies sing — 


To the workshop we’ll away, 
To the land of games and toys; 
Without any more delay, 
We’ll work for our girls and boys. (£xvit.) 


(Enter Mother Goose, opposite side.) 


Mother Goose— 

Good day, Mr. Kringle 
Of Kriss Kringleland, 

I’ve returned from a journey 
Over sea and o’er land. 

In the homes of the rich, 
And the homes of the poor, 

I’ve learned many truths 
On this far-reaching tour. 


Kriss Kringle— 
Right welcome you are 
To Kriss Kringle’s palace, 
No guest is more welcome 
Than Mother Goose is. 
Sit here by my desk, 
And your story relate 
Of pranks and proceedings 
Quite up to date, 
Of the dear little children 
You’ve met on your way: 
I’m all attention, 
Go on, now, I pray. 


Mother Goose— 
I found a number of dear little tots, 
In my journey over the land, 
Who never had heard of Christmas 
Nor the children’s Christmas friend. 


Kriss Kring le— 
Never heard of old Kriss Kringle! 
He, who visits once a year, 
The homes of good littie children? 
That certainly is queer. 
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Mother Goose— 


I have made out a list 
Of the names and places, 
They’re easy to find— 
Such sad little faces. 


Kriss Kringle— 


Just to think that one child 
Should have been forgot. 

I’ll put in my sleigh 
An extra lot. 

Now I’ll enter the names 
In my big roll book,— 


Brownies (enter, arms filled with toys, etc.) — 


Dear Kriss Kringle, 
Look, look. look! 

We'll pass before you 
In quick review, 

Our work is finished— 
Give us something new. 


Kriss Kringle (examines work) — 


You’re work is well done. 
Take these to the storehouse, 
And return with the dolls. 
Be quick as a mouse. 


(Brownies skip off with toys to storehouse.) 
Mother Goose— 


Well, well, good-bye, Mr. Kringle, 
I must go on my way. 
Hear my little bells jingle? (dedls jing/e) 
To the moon now; good day. 
Kriss Kringle— 
Good day, Mother Goose, 
Call again on your rounds. 
Good cheer and a welconie, 


In this palace abounds. 
(Exit Mother Goose.) 
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(Kriss Kringle steps to telephone and calls.) 


Give me Igo, Spirit Land. (Pause.) 
Is that you, Spirit of Christmas? 

This is Kriss Kringle of Kringleland, 
Awaiting the Spirit of Christmas. 

At the usual hour I’ll be ready to start 
On my mission round the earth. 

To carry the gifts and the message of love, 
To fill every heart with mirth. 


(Pause—listens.) 


All right. Do not fail 
As the clock strikes the hour, 
To bring Christmas blessings,— 
In themselves a great power. 
(Hangs up telephone.) 


What would the world be without Christmas, 
Which has brought to the girls and boys 
Once every year for centuries, 
So many, many joys? 
Though children are not always good, 
I’m very frank to state, 
Their pranks are not increasing 
By the records up to date. 
Now some might not agree with this 
But think they’re retrograding, 
And wonder what this talk’s about 
Which deals with moral ’suading. 
Ah, well! Kriss Kringle is the man 
Who must settle for the nation, 
The pros and cons, the rights and wrongs, 
There’s no need of arbitration. 
So I’ll weigh the matter well 
And settle to a dot 
Just what is for the grown-ups, 
As well as every tot. 
Brownies (Air: ‘‘Tenting on the Old Camp 
. Ground,’’)— 
O, we are the Brownies from dolly-land, 
From dolly-land we come. 
You’ll find usa very jolly band, 
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A jolly band, ho-hum! 
We’ve dolls that walk, and dolls that talk, 
And dolls that shut their eyes; 
We’ve dolls that sleep and dolls that creep, 
And dolls that look very wise. 
||: Dolls from doll-land, 
Dolls from doll-land, 
Dolls from doll-land, my dears. :|| 


(Repeat sofily.y 


O, we are the Brownies from dolly-land, 
From dolly-land we come. 
Yes, we are the workers in Kringleland, 
In Kringleland, ho-hum! 
We’ve dolls that laugh and dolls that cry, 
And dolls that say, ‘‘Hush, mammy’s nigh.’’ 
We've dolls that are white and dolls that are black, 
A variety of dolls; yes, there’s no lack. 
||: Dolls from doll-land, 
Dolls from doll-land, 
Dolls from doll-land, my dears. :|| 
(Repeat softly.) 
(Steps to center and presents doll to Kriss Kringle.) 


Brownie Binks— 
This is a doll with flaxen curls, 
Please carry it safely tonigit 
To one of the best little girls, 
*T will fill her with great delight. 
Brownie Doodle-- 
And mine is a doll with blue eyes 
That open and shut just like mine. 
Give this to the dearest of girls 
That ever you can find. 
Brownie Faxon— 
Here is a jointed little athlete, 
Whose motions are full of grace. 
Brownie Wing — 


Mine is graceful and sweet, 
And has a most beautiful face. 
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Brownie Jinks— 
Here is a little baby doll, 
With the sweetest little bonnet. 


Brownie Noodle— 


Here is a little baby black, 
With the brightest smile upon it. 


Brownie Jaxon— . 
Mine is a darling baby boy, 
In a jaunty suit of blue, 
*T will give somebody joy, 
I’m positive it’s true. 


Brownie Sing— 
Of all the dolls from doll-land, 
Mine is the very best. 
She’s got the prettiest hands and feet, 
And is the most neatly dressed. 


Kriss Kringle— 


If all the dolls in doll-land 
Are equal to these I see, 

The little girls in every land, 
Should very happy be. 

Now I’ll prepare for my trip 
While you pack my sack for me 

: And when the darkness gathers, 

I’ll be off on my long journey. 


(Kriss Kringle goes out R.and puts on cap and fur 
robe and prepares for journey. Brownies get sack and 
begin putting in toys, games, dolls, clothing, etc.) 


Brownties— 

Of all the days in the year, 
Which children love the best, 

Is the birthday of Christ, or Cliristmas, 
?Tis the day of peace and rest. 

We Brownies have helped Kriss Kringle 
In his labor of love and cheer, 

We have tried to fill with happiness 
This great day of the year. 
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Kriss Kringle enters, dressed, bringing a loaded sack 
on his back and takes the other from the Brownies. 
Brownies stand four on right and four on his left. 
Kriss Kringle in center.) 


Kriss Kringle— 


Now, Brownies, I’m ready 
To start with my pack; 
The reindeers are prancing e 
And dancing in track. 
fhere is one thing I wait for, 
And then I shall start; 
Tis the Spirit of Christmas 
To enter each heart. 


(Enter at left, the Spirit of Christmas. All are 
silent. Dark robe falls off as she enters. Raises right 
hand and steps to center beside Kriss Kringle.) 


Spirit of Christmas— 


In the homes of the rich and poor, 
In the homes of the bond and free, 
In all the great round world, 
May the Spirit of Christmas be. 
May the Spirit of Peace and Good-will, 
Abide in the hearts of each, 
And a lesson of love and truth, 
May the Spirit of Christmas teach. 


Wheu you visit the children dear, 
And upon them these gifts bestow, 
May they also receive good cheer 
Which shall follow wherever they go. 
Then when Christmas bells ring, ; 
On the land or the sea, 
May their glad voices ring 
With bright carols of glee, 
With carols of glee on this jubilee, 
To celebrate Christ’s nativity. 


(Spirit of Christmas waves hand back and forth as she 
retreats.) 
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Kriss Kringle— 
Adieu, my Brownies, dear, 
To you, good cheer, good cheer. 
(Extt—bells jingle outside.) 
Brownies (waving to audience, follow Kriss 
Kringle)— 
Adieu, adieu, adieu, 
I can no longer stay with vou. 
Tomorrow is Christmas briglit, 
Merry Chistmas to all—Good Night! 


The Captive Jack Frost 


By Martha Burr Banks 


CHARACTERS, COSTUMES AND PROPERTIES 


Santa Claus and Jack Frost wear usual costumes. 
Jack Frost has also a peaked cap and a false face, as a 
disguise, and a United States Union-Jack in box with 
him. Jack All-work avd Jack All-Play wear sailor- | 
suits. One carriesatorn geography, the other a broken 
toy boat. All the other Jacks may appear in green 
cambric knickerbockers and jerkins and wide white 
collars and cuffs. Nimble Jack has also a green cap 
and a bow and a quiver of arrows; Jack o’ Lantern, a 
lantern and roll of paper: Jack of all Trades, baker's 
cap, carpenter's apron, tins, paint-brushes, horseshoes, 
etc. Jack. Spratt, metal platter; Jack, son of Mother 
Goose, a large gilded egg; Jack the Giant-Killer, a 
club; Jack Horner, a tin pan; Jili’s Brother, atin pail 
and Jack of the Bean-Stalk, a pocketful of beans. 
Rose, Lily and seven other out-of-door flowers, wear 
simple frocks of white or of appropriate harmonzing 
colors, with wreath or flower caps, or paper gowns and 
hats. 

Time: A few days before Christmas. 

SCENE: Drawing-room in Santa Claus’ town-house. 
To right, easy-chair and a tabie holding a guitar and a 
candle-stick. A jumping-jack and a doll dressed asa 
jester hang on wall above table. To ieft, another chair 
and a screen concealing a small Christmas tree. In 
middle of back of stage is a large box representing a 
huge Jack-in-the-Box, 


The Captive Jack Frost 
y Vena 


(Nimble Jack discovered with one hand resting on 
lid of box.) 
Nimble Jack (walking nervously about room)— 
I hope that no trouble will follow through me, 
But I couldn’t say no to the little scamp’s plea; 
If he keep to his promise, no harm will be done, 
And he’ll have a slight share in the Christmas-tide fun. 


(Soft music. Nimble Jack bows low, cap pressed to 
breast. Enter Flowers, singing, with motions illus- 
trating song.) 

Song (Tune: Wedding March in Lohengrin) — 
Hither away! Hither we stray! 

‘Here from the underground world have we come; 
Under the lea lonely were we 
While Mother Earth is still dreary and dumb. 
We are missing our naps and we’re mussing our caps, 
We may be sleepy tomorrow, perhaps ; 
Still, do we flee, Jack Frost, from thee, 
All for the Christmas we’re sighing to see 
(Ranging themselves to lett and right of large box.) 


Hither away! Hither we stray! 

Here with Olid Santa is where we would be; 
Just for a word that often we’ve heard 
Whispered by bouglis of the evergreen tree, 
Telling of mirth that will come to the earth 
When of the birds and the bees there’s a dearth ; 
So do we flee, Jack Frost, from thee, 

All for the Christmas we’re sighing to see. 


Rose (glancing about with gratified air)— 
So this is where Santa Claus lives in the city! 
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Lily— : 
And this is his drawing room; isn’t it pretty? 
Third Flower— 
I am glad that we’ve found him, at last, dear old Santa! 


Fourth Flower— 
Without a long search from Cape Nome to Atlanta. 


Fifth Flower— 
But save for Jack Nimble, who showed us the way here, 
We shouldn’t have known where to seek him today, 
dear, 
Sixth Flower— 
Oh, hark! I am sure that the good Saint is coming! 


Seventh Flower— 
Oh, yes, and the jolliest tune he is humming! 


Eighth Flower (as Nimble Jack dances about room)— 
Now, naughty Jack, you mustn’t capsize him! 


Ninth Flower— 
Oh, come, let us hide, and perhaps we’ll surprise him ! 
(All run aronnd, seeking a hiding-place. Finally, 
Flowers follow Rose behind screen, and Nimble Jack 
crecps under table. Enter Santa Claus, trolling Christ- 
mas carol. He walks to front of stage, and stands 
there, lost in thought. ) 


Jack Frost (popping head from large box, disguised 
as Jack-in-the-Box )— 
Merry Christmas, good Santa Claus! How do you do? 
Santa Claus (with slightly startled air) — 
Who speaks? Little Jumping Jack, can it be you? 
(Nimble Jack shakes fist at Jack Frost from under 
table. Both disappear.) 
Sania Claus (shrugging shoulders and shaking 
head)— 
How it’s merry for me, I fail to see, 
While I am in this quandary; 
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For I am vexed and sore perplexed, 

Yes, as full of puzzle as I can be, 

For now it is almost Christmas day, 

And where are poor Santa Claus’ gifts, I pray? 


Jack Frost (popping up again for an instant)— 


Give your puzzles for presents then; that’s a good 
notion. 


Santa Claus— 


Is it Jingle Bell Jack making all this commotion? 
(Continuing meditations. ) 


Oh, where is my comrade, my little Jack Frost? 

I very much fear that my helpmate is lost; 

My reindeer won’t travel without any snow, 

And my polar-bear team’s very heavy and slow; 

I could bring but few presents without my big sleigh, 
And I can’t do much more at this very late day: 

And where’s the crisp weather for all the small folk? 
They’ll think that old Santa has played a sad joke. 


(Skipping from one foot to the other, to rhythm of 
words.) 
And without any snow, how can I go, 
From Michigan down to Mexico? 
And how can I scud, on nothing but mud, 
From Boston Harbor to Idaho? 
And, too, I fear, from what I hear, 
The world grows larger every year; 
And if that is so, as my stock is low, 
It won’t go around, that’s one thing clear. 
Well, I'm in a box; there’s no doubt about that! 


Jack Frost (peeping out and rapping upon box)— 
And I’m in one, too, and I feel very flat. 


Santa Claus (wheeling arouna)— 
Oh, Jack-in-the-Box is the sauce-box, I see, 
(Zo Jack Frost.) 
So you are the fellow who’s playing with me! 
Well, now, my youug man, you would better be still, 
Or you'll soon have a box that will cause you a thrill. 


(Walking toward screen.) 
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Why, the whole air is sweet! Are there flowers any- 
where? 
Jack Frost— 
Just look in the corner and see if they’re there. 


Santa Claus (going to right)—No, nothing I find.” 


Jack Frost— 
Then the right must be wrong, 
But turn to the left and the searching prolong. 
Santa Claus (going to left)—No, nothing I see. 


Jack Frost (laughing) — 
Then the left isn’t right; 
I fear you’ll be hunting from morning to night. 
Santa Claus (impatiently, walking towards table)- 
I wish that young rascal would stop all this babel! 


(Spying Nimble Jack and drawing him forth.) 
Now; where did you come from? 


Nimble Jack (meekly) — 
Why, under the table. 
Santa Claus— ; 
But who may you be, sir, and what is your name? 
Nimble Jack (placing candle-stick upon the floor and 
jumping over it)— 
Well, just let me show you; I’m aiways the same. 
I am Jack ever Nimble; I’m Jack ever Quick: - 
Iam Jack who jumps over a brass candlestick ; 
Jack Robinson, too, I am called and again, 
Jack-a-Dandy’s a nickname I use now and then. 
By other names likewise I’m known to the boys, 
And queer imitations are fashioned for toys. 
(Jingles bells on doll, and works jumping-jack by 
string.) 
Santa Claus— 


Oh, a cousin you are of my own little Jack! 
Do you know where he his? How I wishhe were back ! 
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Nimble Jack (iliustrating story by gestures)— 


Oh, yes, good old Santa, the cause of vour plight 

Is gallant Jack Nimble, the Flowers’ true knight. 

For Jack-in-the- Pulpit I once went to hear, 

And gladly I lent him a listening ear; 

But on the way home J was caught in a net 

Which a wily old farmer for blackbirds had set. 

And the flowers in the meadow, they heard about me; 
And they sent brave Sweet William the captive to free 
So now I go hunting and kill all the bugs. 

And draw out my arrows and slay all the slugs. 

Now, they long, isit wrong? tosee Christmas and you. 


Santa Claus (smiling) — 
The bugs or the slugs? 


Nimble Jack— 
No, the Flowers that would do. 


(fle jumps over candlée-stick again and replaces it on 
table.) 


So I caught gay Jack Frost and I put him in prison, 

And the Flowers trom their slumbers have recently 
risen ; 

And on kind Mrs. Santa I’ve made a long call, 

And I’ve opened my heart and, indeed, told her all. 

I thought they might help you; sh2 nodded her head ; 

She’d take them all in over Christmas, she said; 

They’ve wit and they've wisdom and excellent taste, 

They’ll lend their assistance with marvelous haste ; 

Tley’1l] hear all your secrets, but always be mum; 

Now, tell me, kind Santa Claus, may they not come? 


Santa Claus— 
Well, bring out your lilies and daffy-down-dillies, 
I hope they won't stir up a fuss; : 
I’ve heard of flowers climbing and dancing and 
springing: Fis 
Too much confusion I hope you're not bringing 
To sober old persons like us. 


Nimble Jack— ‘ 
You’ll find that they're gentle and quiet and good, 
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Though they come from the garden, the field, or the 
wood. 


(Brings out Flowers and presents them. Flowers 
curtsey.) 


Santa Claus (pleasantly, but shaking head)— 
So you are the fairies who’ve stolen my mate? 
Please bring him out now before it’s too late. 

Rose— 

But when he comes out, we shall have to go in. 

Other Flowers (plaintively) — 

And the pleasures of Christmas will shortly begin. 

Lily— 

Oh, don’t, dear old Santa Claus, send us away! 

Other Flowers (pleadingly) — 

Let us stay over Christmas, we earnestly pray. 

Santa Claus— 


Well, yes, you may stay; oh, most surely you may; 
Can any old Santa Claus answer you nay? 

But Christinas will hardly be Christmas, I fear. 

For I’ve almost no presents to give out this year, 
And I can’t take them far without good little Jack, 
For I cannot go fast in a wagon or hack. 


(flowers consult together. Rose steps forward. ), 
Rose— 


We have an idea, and your heart it will cheer: 

For the big town of Jackville, Jack Nimble must steer; 
And find all Jack’s cousins, he has them by dozens, 
And bring them all back with the greatest of speed 
To see if they cannot fill Santa Claus’ need. 


‘ Other Flowers— 


Eacli one, we have heard, is remarkably clever: 
Perhaps they’ll be helpers of Santa Claus ever. 


Santa Claus— 


Well, truly, I hope they’ll be men for the cause; 
We’ll see what they’ll do for this poor Santa Claus. 


THE CAPTIVE JACK FROST 9 


j (Aside) 
But alas and alack; things are still very slack. 
The holiday season is lacking in smack. 


Jack Frost— 
Alas and alack! Did you step on a tack? 


Rose— 
Who’s that? Oh, how dreadful! I’m frightened! Oh, 
my ! > 
Nimble Jack— 


That's one of the cousins, so why should you fly? 
Lily (timidly) — 

Are all of the others as handsome as he? 
Nimble Jack (laughing) — 

You can tell when you know them how true that may 

be: 

But now, gracious Santa Claus, what do you say? 

Shall I look up some workers to help you today? 
Santa Claus— 


Oh, yes, if you like, and may nothing prevent 
The carrying out of your friendly intent. 
But now to my own task I’d better be going, 
(To Flowers.) 
Shall I give you pine-needles and set you to sewing? 


Rose— 

Oh, yes, and some silk that the spiders have spun, 
Lily (clapbing hands) — 

And we’ll dress all your dollies for you, every one. 

(Exeunt Santa Claus and Flowers. A knock.) 

Nimble Jack— 

Ah, a visitor comes! (Zo Jack Frost) Now, ho, ho, 

ho, there! no clack ! 


If you don’t keep your word, vou will see me look 
black. 


(Enter Jack o’ Lantern. He bows haughitly.) 
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Jack o? Laniern— 
I hear that you’re caging our gay little linnet, ; 
And I've come to demand that you free him Zhzs 
minute / 


Nimble Jack— 


Ah, that I can’t do until Christmas be over; 

For the sake of the Flowers I have captured the rover; 
They never have shared in a Christmas, you see, 

And I owe them a service for once serving me: 

To meet Santa’s wants they are earnestly trying, 

And for your assistance they think of applying; 

His presents are few, and his time is far spent; 

He cannot keep Christmas if help is not lent. 


Jack o? Lantern— 
What, help! When you’re keeping our Jackie away! 
Why, we love dear old Santa, but no, —not today! 
Still, wait—well, I'll see what the other Jacks think, 
And if they agree, I’ll be back in a wink. 
So perhaps you will tell Santa Claus and the Flowers 
They may find us all here in a couple of hours. 


(Exit Nimble Jack.) 


Jack o’ Lantern (nodding and smiling)— 

We’ll come and show Santa Claus all we can do, 

But tell him we’re useless without Jack Frost, too. 
When he sees how much more we are worth than his 

Rosies, 

He’ll beg us to stay and he’ll send off the posies. 
Then we’ll hunt up our Jackie and let him come out. 
Ha, ha! We’ll soon have him, without any doubt. 


(22x12. ) 
Jack Frost (popping out head) — 
You'd find him just now if you’d open your eyes, 
I must hold to my word, or you’d have a surprise. 


But wait for a bit, Jack o’ Lantern, my friend, 
You’ll be startled enough, I am sure, in the end. 


(Waves hand and disappears.) 


CURTAIN. 


THE CAPTIVE JACK FROST aT 
ACT II 


Afternoon of same day. Flowers in first position. 
Santa Claus in easy chair holding large envelope. He 
reads address aloud : 


Santa Claus, Chrisimas City, Merryland,—glances 
over enclosure and drops letter and envelope. 
Santa Claus— 


Jack This and Jack That! Why, their wants have no 
end; 
I wish, for their sakes, that my fortunes would mend. 


(Enter Nimble Jack, bowing and smiling.) 


Nimble Jack— 
Now here’s every Jack at your beck and your call. 


(Enter Jack o' Lantern.) 
Here we have Jack o’ Lantern. 


Jack o? Lantern (bowing)— 
Good greeting to all! 


Santa Claus— 
And who may you be, my right merry young clown? 


Jack o’ Lantzrn— 
Oh, I am a man of the widest renown. 
In spring as Jack-over-the-Ground I go creeping, 
But as gay Jack o’ Dreams I come round when you’re 

sleeping. 

In summer as Jack Show-a-Light, I'll delight you, 
And as jolly Jack Lantern in fall I’ll affright you. 
Thus, by sharing theirsportsand by joining their joys, 
I jearn all about the good girls and boys; 
So now if you think that the sight will not bore you, 
A list of their names I will spread out before you. 


(Hands Nimble Jack end of roll that he carries and 
walks backwards, stretching out paper before Santa 
Claus.) 

Santa Claus— 

Don’t go any further! Stop there! That’s enough! 
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Jack o? Lantern— 
What! Leave out the others? That’s certainly rough! 
Santa Claus (despatringly, as paper reaches across 
stage) — 
That list is a problem; there’s never a doubt of it, 
But what can you do to help a man out of it? 
Jack o? Lantern— 


I can fetch you bright lanterns to hang on your trees, 

And give you some candles, the children to please ; 

OrI’ll make you the best of my pies, sweet and yellow, 

But for coaxing down snowflakes I'm not the right 
fellow. 

I can furnish a list, sir, but should you insist, sir, 

I can’t form a snowball the size of my fist, sir. 


Santa Claus— 


Oh, what shall I do? for my heart it will crack! 
Nimble Jack— 


No, hold it together and call the next Jack. 
(Enter Jack Spratt, Jack of all Trades and Jack 
Goose) — 
Ah, here is a good honest friend ; 
Santa Claus— 
Who is that? 
Jack Spratt (bowing) — 
This, an’ it please you, is worthy Jack Spratt. 
Santa Claus— 
I’m happy to see you; but you, sir, at least, 
Cannot do very much in the way of a feast. 
Sack Sprati— 


Oh, craving your pardon, that surely can I! 

I have come to inform you that I’ve a supply 

Of turkeys and chickens most tender and fat, 

And ducks, geese and pigs, or my name’s never Spratt: 
I’ve raised a good many ito humor my wife, 

But, lately, she’s changed all her notions of life, 

And sugar and spice are the whole of her diet, 
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And as tor good pouitry, she’]1 not even try it. 
Now all these provisions will fill up your larder; 
You could fare little better by working much harder. 


Santa Claus (rising and walking about room)— 


Will you have Chilisauce? That would sound nice and 
cool. 
Or some ice? That is better, I think, as a rule. 


ce Spratt (passing platter about to his compan- 

zons)— 

Well, I’11 find you cold turkey, cold ham, or cold 
chicken, 

But I cannot do much to help water to thicken. 

No, sleighing and skating are not in my line, 

But I'll do what I can to help people to dine. 


Santa Claus (standing still) — 
Thanks, many thanks, you are certainly kind, 
(Aside. ) 
But an old-fashioned Christmas is more to my mind. 


Well, we've dinners enough, but the goodies and toys, 
Who will bring those for the girls and the boys? 


Jack of All Trades lLiwing and jingling tins)— 

Why, here’s Jackie All Trades, with clink and with 
clatter, 

And many a promise to brighten your eyes. 
I am Jack-at-a-Pinch, but that never will matter, 
For I’ve hundreds of workmen both willing and wise; 
I’ve carpenters, coopers, book-binders and hoopers, 
Glass-blowers and bakers and trusty toy makers: 
I’ve Lumber Jacks active and painters attractive, 
A seamstress, or many, fifty cooks, sir, if any; 
Leather-workers and tin-men and potters and pin-men: 
Why, we once built a house that was big, strong and 


fine, 

’Twas the old house that Jack built; oh, yes, that was 
mine! 

Well, I’ll turn out snow-pudding, or frosting, or tri- 
cycles, 


But please do not ask me for frost, snow, or icicles! 
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Jack Goose— 
But here is the son of your friend Mother Goose 
He gladly will give his gold egg for your use; 
A plaything don’t think it, but many a trinket 
Can be made from the gold, though you can’t eat nor 

drink it. 

Santa Claus (smiling and taking seat)— 
Oh, golden-backed brushes with finest of bristles, 
Or golden-barred cages for singing Dick Cissels? 
But bristles or whistles are useless as thistles, 
Unless you can send me some soft snowy missles 
To aid me in answering all my epistles. 


Jack Goose— 


In the sky I can set some fine feathers afloat. 
But can’t dress the earth in a white overcoat: 
For snowstorms and blow-storms I’d never a knack; 
Such things we have left to our frosty young Jack. 


Nimble Jack— 


But here’s Jack-a-Dandy to see to the candy, 
He always is ready and always is handy. 


Flowers— 
And we’d/ gather up scents and sweet perfumes distil, 
And mix fragrant powders sachet-bags to fill. 

(Jacks form a line in front of Flowers. Lnter Jack 
the Giant-Killer and Jack of the Bean-Stalk. 


Nimole Jack— 


Now here is the chap who will tilt with a giant; 
I am sure he should be both robust and reliant. 


Jack the Giant Killer— 


Yes, here is the fellow once fierce and defiant, 

Though now you will find him quite mild and com- 
pliant: 

For now ’tis not giants I’m fondest of fighting, 

But I wrestle with want and with wrongs that need 
righting ; 

And a hepler of mine in this manner of mission 

Is Jack of the Bean-Stalk, a master magician; 
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Now his love for the children has made him a wonder; 
ffe‘ii furnish a tree for the youngsters to plunder. 


Santa Claus (eagerly) — 
And give us a snow-storm ! 


Jack the Giant-killer— 


Oh, no, he’s not able, ' 
And neither am I, although sober and stable; 
It is true that I sometimes can bluster and blow, 
But naught can I do with the ice and the snow. 


Jack of the Bean Stalk— 

Oh, yes, I am here, the great necromancer Jack ; 

Of the things that sprout and grow, I have certainly 
a stack ; 

I’ve a pocketful of seeds, but if no one my magic heeds, 

And I call up only weeds, you may say I ama quack. 

(Giving each Jack a few beans.) 

Now these you may plant, and you’ll soon have good 
reason 

For bringing us fruit that’s the best of the season. 


(Exeunt Jacks. Santa Claus leans head wearily on 
hand.) 

Rose (taking guitar and seating herself upon second 
chatr)— 

Poor Santa, I fear that we really abuse him! 
Go dance now a little; perhaps you’ll. amuse him 

(Flowers go through simple dance, to music behind 
scene. Return to position. Re-enter Jacks with oranges 
and apples.) 

Jack o? Lantern handing orange to Santa Claus) — 
Here’s some of the fruit that has come from our seeds, 
We can raise as much more as our Santa Claus needs. 

(Laying a bean before screen while other Jacks return 
zo position.) 
And my very last bean right down here I will fling 
From this one, we trust, will a Christmas tree spring. 
(Enter four boys.) 
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Nimble Jack (bowing )— 
Jack Horner, Jill’s Brother, you're welcome today, 
And the Jack Tars, Jack All-Work and Jackie All-Play. 
Now what have you boys to fit into our wishes? 

Jack Horner— 


Oh, nothing, you see, but our same old tin dishes. 

I could make Christmas pies, but they’d be without 
savor, 

In this sort of weather they’d lose all their flavor. 


Jill’s Brother— 

I can pour pails of water down hill for a coast 

But how can it freeze when it’s warm as a toast? 
Jack All-Work (bowing in sailor-fashion) — 

i can give you sonie books, but all are torn and tattered. 
Jack All-Play \doing the same)— 


I can spare you some toys, but they’re broken and 
battered. 


All Four— 
And Sear be Jack Frost, though we wish that. we 
could, 
For nobody else can make Christmas so good. 
Santa Claus (rising, with mournful sigh )\— 
Well, we’ve all of the Jacks now except Jack o’ Nory, 
And he never was heard from except in a story. 


Jack Frost (popping out head and waving Union Jack 
furiously)— 
This Jack is alive, as alive as can be! 
This Jack is alive, as you plainly may see! 


Jacks stare in surprise, then march around stage to 
lively music, beating on tins, or waving articles that 
they carry. Return to position. Sailors run off stage.) 

Santa Claus— 

And now, my dear friends, I will thank you once mure 
For what-you have done for my poor little store: 


But I fear that my heart with deep pain will still rack 
For missing my comrade, my own little Jack. 
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And how can we reach the dear children, you know, 
When no man among you will promise me snow? 


(Re-enter sailor boys. One boy hands paper to Santa 
Claus.) 


Jack All-Work— 


Good Santa, I bring you an earnest petition; 

The children all hope it will find recognition. 
Jack All-Play— 

They beg that Jack Frost may be speedily freed, 

For Christmas without him would grieve them, indeed. 
Jack o Lantern— 

In summer, the Flowers they will joyfully greet, 

But Jack Frost’s the fellow they now wish to meet. 


(Satlor-boys join Jacks. Santa Claus examines paper. 
Flowers consult. ) 
Rose— 
Dear Santa, we wish, since you pine for your Jack, 
That Nimble Jack find him and hurry him back. 
Lily— 
But urge him to promise to do us no ill, 
And perhaps we’ll spend Christmas with Santa Claus 
still. 
Santa Claus (gleefully rubbing hands)— 
That’s a very fine thought! Iam glad that you dropped 


it, 
I hope all the cousins will quickly adopt it. 


Rose (sadly)— 
And if he refuse, then away we will go. 


Other Flowers (wiping eyes)— 
When we came, we’d no thought that we’d bother you 
so. 


Nimble Jack 


He can keep to his promise ; he’s proved that to me; 
So I think you may trust him and let him go free. 
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Jack o? Lanteyn— 
Our plan was to drive the Flowers quickly away ; 
But now that we know them, we wish them to stay: 
So if mischievous Jack will refrain from his teasing 
We’ll settle the matter to every one’s pleasing. 
Rose— 
Oh, fly, Jackie, fly, and we’ll see what he’ll say. 


JSacks— 
And tell him we want him before Christmas day. 
(Nimble Jack bows, dances over to big box, and brings 
out Jack Frost, without disguise. Jack Frost kneeéls 
and kisses Santa Claus’ hand.) 
Nimble Jack— 
He escaped from his cell and i followed him here, 
But he said that he’d hide and I never need tear 
That any would know him; and, surely, he made, 
As a Jack-in-the-Box a complete masquerade, 
Santa Claus (rubbing hand, then laying it upon Jack 
Frost's head) — 
And now will you promise to be very good, 
And not harm the Flowers of the field and the wood? 
Sack Frost (meekly) — 
You've all been so loving and helpful and kind, 
That my heart is quite melted within me, I find. 
Santa Claus (with relieved sigh) — 
Now I’m out of my box! 
Jack Frost (rising) — 
And I’m out of mine! 
Nimble Jack— 
Now behave very wel!, or you’!] go back to thine, 
Jack Frost (bowing to Flowers)— 
T’ll not trip you; I’ll not snip you; 
Geutle maidens, I[’]l not nip you; 


I'!] not tease you, I1’] not freeze you: 
I’li do nothing but try to please you. 
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Rose— 


Our strife is now o’er; and we need not to part, 
For love has, at last, made us all one in heart. 


(Jack Frost skips about, pinching ears and blowing 
upon hands of Jacks, then pulls cotton-wool from pock- 
ets and snowballs boys.) 


Nimble Jack (going towards screen} — 
And now we must see if our tree has been growing; 
We can have what we wish, you shali see, for the 
sowing, ; 
Jack Frost (springing forward and tossing kiss to 
tree just as it 1s disclosed, glittering with silver tinsel 
and silver ornaments)— 
And now I will throw it my frostiest kiss, 
And set it aglow and a-sparkle like this! 


Jack o? Lantern— 

Now, we’ll fall to our labors, good neighbors, in no 
time, 

So there’ll be no delay, now it really is snow-time; 

We'll have boot-jacks and jack-knives, and jack-stones 
and jack-straws, 

And al! sorts of jacks, and, perhaps, even jack-daws. 

And so, good old Santa Claus, begging your leave, 

We’ll all be quite ready before Christmas Eve. 


Santa Claus— 
But first you must send for my bonny reindeer, 
In a wink and a twinkle they’1] travel down here. 


Nimble Jack— 
And soon, dearest Santa, your sleigh you will pack, 
And off you will fly on your jubilant track ! 
And that Santa Claus’ sack may know never a lack 
Is the wish of the Flowers and of every true Jack. 
But now, faithful cousins, I ask you to pause, 
To sing one more song for our loved Santa Claus. 


Song (Tune: ‘‘ Hark, the Herald Angels Sing.’’)— 


Merry Christmas, now we sing, 
Merry Cliristmas, that’s the thing! 
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But we welcome summer’s queen 
While we hail the evergreen ; 
Snowflakes flutter from the sky 
Though the Flowers still linger nigh ; 
Skates may gleam, but perfume rare 
Floats upon the wintry air; 
Christmas shared by frost and flowers, 
Gladder makes the Christmas hours. 


(Nimble Jack, with Rose for partner , leads Jacks and 
Flowers in skipping march around the stage. Finally 
all form semt-circle at back, Santa Claus and Jack Frost 
partly facing them from extreme lett.) 


Santa Claus (stretching arms toward semi-circle) — 
Merry Christmas to all! 

Flowers and Jack (bowing and curtseying) — 
And a greeting polite! 

Santa Claus— 
Merry Christmas to all! 

Jack Frost (kissing hands to Flowers, bowing low)— 
And to all a good-night! 


CURTAIN 


A Christmas Carol 


By Alice Cook Fuller 


CHARACTERS 
Mr. Scrooge—Wealthy but penurious. 
Bob Cratchit—Scrooge’s Clerk. 
Frred—Nephew to Scrooge. 
Marley—Scrooge's former partner. 
The Spirit of Christmases Past. 
The Spirit of Christmas Present. 
Two Benevolent Gentlemen. 
dlrs. Cratchit, Peter and two other little Cratchits— 


her sons, Martha, her daughter, and Zzny Tim, a 
cripple. 


Messenger Boy. 


A Christmas Carol 
SCENE I 


Scrooge’s office. Scrooge seated at desk. Clerk 
writing in another room (with the partition im- 
aginary if necessary). Clerk enters, bearing 
shovel, and warms himself at an imaginary fire. 
Takes up coals on shovel and starts toward his 
office. 

Scrooge— 

What’s that you have there? 

Clerk— 

It’s only the shovel sir, with a bit of coals, sir. 
it’s that cold today sir, and the fire’s about out, 
and I thought I— 

Scrooge— 

Drop those coals and get out o’ here. You 
**thought”’ did you? Well, I don’t pay you to 
think except when I tell you to, and you’ve coals 
in plenty to last the day out. Out with you now, 
or out you go for good and all! (Eait Bob.) 


Nephew Fred (enters)— 
A Merry Christmas, Uncle! 
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Scrooge— 

Bah! Humbug! 

Fred (warming self at fire, rubbing hands and 
blowing on tips of cold fingers )— 

Christmas a humbug? You don’t mean that 
I’m sure. 

Scrooge— 

Ido. Merry Christmas, indeed! What right 
have vou to be merry? What reason have you to 
be merry? You’re poor enough! 

Fred— 

Come, then, what right have you to be dismal? 
What reason have you to be gloomy? You’re 
rich enough! 

Scnooge— 

Bah! Humbug! 

Fred— 

Don’t be cross, Uncle. 

Scrooge— 

What else can I be? What’s Christmas time to 
you but a time for paying bills without money ? 
A time for finding yourself a year older but not 
an hour richer? If I could work my will, every 
idiot that goes about with **Merry Christmas’’ on 
his lips should be boiled with his own pudding 
and buried with a stake of holly through, his 
heart. He should! 
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Fred— 

Uncle! 

Scrooge— 

Nephew! Keep Christmas in your own way, 
and let me keep it in mine. 


Fred— 

Keep it? But you don’t keep it! 

Scrooge— 

Let me leave it alone, then. Much good has it 
ever done you. What does Christmas mean any- 
how! 


Fred— 

I have always thought of Christmas as a sacred 
time—the most sacred of the whole year. And 
besides that I have always felt it to be a kind 
time; a forgiving, charitable, pleasant time. 


(Clerk applauds, then remembering himself, in- 
dustriously pokes the fire out. Pokes it, blows it, 
and finally despairs of it all in silent pantomime. 

Scrooge (to clerk)— 

Let me hear another sound from you, and you’ll 
keep Christmas by losing your situation. 


Fred— 
Don’t be angry, Uncle. Come, dine with us 
tomorrow. Come and have a good old-fashioned 


Christmas dinner. Will you? 
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Scrooge—N 0, I will not. 

Fred—But why? Why: 

Scrooge (with elaborate mocking politeness) — 

Good afternoon. 

Fred— 

I want nothing from you. I ask nothing from 
you. Why can’t we be friends? 

Scrooge—Good afternoon. 

Fred— 


Well, I’m sorry. However, a Merry Christmas 
to you, Uncle. 


Scrooge—Good afternoon. 

Fred—And a Happy New Year! 

Scrooge—Good afternoon. 

(Evit Nephew Fred. Enter tzvo gentlemen.) 

First Gentleman—Is this Mr. Scrooge? 

Scrooge—It is. What do you want? 

Gentleman (hands him a paper)~ - 

We are getting a few of the well-to-do people 
to give of their abundance to the poor and needy, 


who suffer greatly at this time of the year. What 
shall I put you down for? 

Scrooge— 

Nothing. I give to support such institutions as 
the prisons, Union workhouses, and that is what 
they are meant to do. I don’t make merry myself 
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at Christmas and I can’t afford to make idle 
people merry. 

Both Gentlemen— 

But there is want, and suffering. 

First Gentleman— 

There is actual starvation and death by. freez- 
ing. The prisons and workhouses cannot help 
them all. You will give— 

Scrooge— 

Nothing. Good afternoon, gentlemen! 

Both Gentlemen— 

Good afternoon, Mr. Scrooge (and evit). 

Scrooge— 

Cratchit, you’ll want all day tomorrow, I[ 
suppose ? 

Bob— 

If quite convenient, sir. 


Scrooge— 

It’s not convenient at all, and it’s not fair. 
You do no work for a whole day, and yet I have 
to pay you a half crown for it, of course? But 
see here! I expect you to be all the earlier the 
next morning. 


Bob— 
Yes, sir. Yes, sir. Certainly sir. 
(Exit Scrooge, followed by Bob.) 
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SCENE II 


Scrooge’s home. Time; Evening. 

Scrooge enters, locks doors and windows. Lights 
candles, stirs fire, looks under table, sofa and 
chairs and in closets. Takes off. wraps, shps on 
slippers and dressing-gown, and seats himself. He 
is uneasy. A door creaks. He stirs and listens. 
A bell rings; he paces the floor wneasily. Seats 
self. 

(Enter Marley, dragging chains which are 
wrapped about his body.) 

Scrooge—Who are you? 

Marley—Ask who I was. 

Scrooge—Who were you then? 

Marley—In life I was your partner, Marley. 

Scrooge—Can you sit down? 

Marley—I can. 

Scrooge —Do so (Marley seats himself). 

Marley— 

You see my fetters, made of ledgers, stocks and 
bonds, and cash boxes, iron bound? 

Scrooge—I do. Why do you wear them now? 

Marley— 

I forged them here in life. I made them link 
by link and yard by yard. In life my selfish 


spirit never wandered beyond our counting house. 
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I therefore now have weary journeys to make. 
I’m doomed to wander through the world and 
witness scenes which happily I might have shared, 
and woes which I might well have turned to hap- 
piness had I but tried. I might have made hap- 
piness, but I didnot. I might have helped others 
—instead I thought only of myself; I might have 
been useful but I was not; I— 
Scrooge— 


You were a bood man of business, Marley. 


Marley— . 

Business! Mankind should have been my busi- 
ness; the common welfare was my _ business; 
charity, mercy, forbearance and benevolence were 
my business. The dealings of my trade were but 
as a drop of water in the ocean of my business! 
And you are worse than I was. , 


Scrooge—Can’t you help me, Marley? 
Marley— 


I’ll try. You shall be visited by three Spirits. 
Expect the first tomorrow when the bell tolls one. 


Scrooge— 

Couldn’t I take them all at once, and have it 
over, Jacob? 

Marley-- 

Expect the second on the next night at the same 
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hour; the third upon the next night upon the 
stroke of twelve. 


(Eait Marley. Scrooge throws himself upon the 
bed, and falls asleep.) 


SCENE III 

(The clocks are striking one. Scrooge wakens. 
First Spirit enters.) 

Scrooge— 

Are you the Spirit whose coming was foretold ? 

Spirit—I am. 

Scrooge—Who are you? 

Spirit—I am the Spirit of Christmases Past. 

Scrooge—Long past? 

Spirit— 

No. Your past. Rise and come with me. 


(They pass out.) 


SCENE IV 

Scrooge’s room. Time: An hour later. 

Scrooge— 

Ah! What a journey! Whata journey! And 
the scenes I’ve visited. The things I’ve seen! My 
boyhood’s home; dear little sister Fan, whose boy 
was here with his “‘merry Christmas’’ this very 
afternoon; the old school; the warehouse where I 
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was first apprenticed, and good old Fezziwig on 
the same tal] stool! A1l gone, all gone these many 
years. And little Dick Wilkins, my fellow ap- 
prentice. Dear Dick! Poor Dick! And that 
Christmas Ball at the Fezziwigs’ afterward. Dear, 
dear! Dear, dear! Butas the journey grew longer 
the memories were sadder. The last the saddest 
of them all. That sorrowful face when that girl 
in mourning said good-bye, and told me that I 
had changed so much that I no longer wanted her 
to keep her promise to me. She said that I was 
dead to everything but the love of gain. I’m glad 
it’s over. Perhaps she was right. Perhaps. I 
wonder? (Throws himself on bed. Finally sits 
up, looking about anxiously.) What is that light? 
It comes from that other room (rises, moves 

stealthily to the door and opens it). 

Second Spirit— 

Come in Scrooge, come in, and learn to Sica 
me better. 

Scrooge (enters)— 

What is this we have! A holly filled room, 
and a roaring fire. Who ever saw such a fire in 
that grate? Heaps of poultry—chickens, turkeys, 
geese, joints of meat, pigs, sausages, mince pies, 
plum puddings, barrels of oysters, red hot chest- 
nuts, fruits, cakes and punch! Whoare you? (to 
the spirit seated on the couch.) 
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I am the Spirit of Christmas Present. Come. 
Scrooge— 
Take me where you will. 
(Exit by one door, entering by another if 
possible.) 


SCENE V 

The Home of Cratchit. Table, chairs, etc. 

(Enter Scrooge and Spirit.) 

Scrooge— 

What place is this? I never saw it before. 

Spirit— 

This is the home of your clerk, Bob Cratchit. 
Here come the family. Slip in behind this door 
and listen. (Conceal themselves. ) 

(Enter Mrs. Cratchit, Peter and two young 
Cratchits, her sons.) 

Mrs. Cratchit— 

Peter, stir the fire. Where ever can your father 
be? And your brother, Tiny Tim? And Martha 
wasn’t as late last Christmas Day by half an 
hour. 


Two Young Cratchits— 


Here’s Martha now. (Enter Martha. Mrs. 
Cratchit makes much of her.) And here comes 
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father too. (Enter Bob with Ti ny Tim, who walks 
with a crutch.) 

Mrs. Cratchit— 

And how did Tiny Tim behave at church? 

Bob— 

As good as gold. He told me that he hoped 
that people would notice that he was a cripple so 
they might remember who it was that made lame 
beggars walk and blind men see. 

(Business of laying the table for dinner.) 

Mrs. Cratchit— 

Here, you two, run to the baker’s and fetch the 
loaves. (They go.) Here Bob, you make the 
punch, and you, Peter, mash the potatoes while I 
make the gravy. (Adl hurry about merrily with 
much laughter and jollity. The goose is brought 
on and all seat themselves. As the carving begins, 
they utter a loud and prolonged, O-o-oh. Panto- 
mimic dinner. Plates removed ; blazing pudding 
brought in by Mrs. Cratchit. The pudding eaten, 
a toast is proposed.) 

Bob—A merry Christmas to us all! 

Ali—A Merry Christmas. 

Tiny Tim (reverently)—God bless us every one! 

Scrooge—Tell me, Spirit, will Tiny Tim livet 

Spirit— 


Unless things are changed for'them all, another 
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of me will never see him here. J see a vacant seat, 
and a crutch without an owner, carefully pre- 
served. 

Bob— 

Another toast! Mr. Scrooge. Tl give you 
Mr. Scrooge, the Founder of the Feast. 

Mrs. Cratchit— 

The founder of the Feast, indeed! I wish I had 
him here. Id give Lima piece of my mind to 
feast upon. 

Bob— 

My dear, the children! And Christmas Day, 
too. 

Mrs. Cratchit— 

Well, Bob, I’ drink his health for your sake, 
and the Day’s, but not for his. A Merry Christ- 
mas to him, and a Happy New Year. He’ll be 
very merry and very happy, I’ve no doubt. 


(The Cratchits exit, and later Scrooge and the 
Spirit. ) 


SCENE VI 


Scrooge’s rooms. Time: The same night. 

Explunation of interval—Scrooge has been 
taken tothe home of his nephew, by the Spirit, and 
Shown the true Christmas cheer. Then the Third 
Spirit, taking him in hand shows him the future 


A CHRISTMAS CAROL 15 


Christmases which will probably be his: his alone- 
ness, forlornness ; unloved, unhonored. His own 
death bed on Christmas day, where he is robbed of 
his garments and even the bed-curtains by the 
mean servants whom he has underpaid. Dead, 
unregretted by a single soul, unmourned, disre- 
garded, forgotten, the menials haggling’ over 
their few meagre stealings. All of this occurs on 
the, night before Christmas. 


Scrooge (to himself )— 

That was terrible! To see myself sick and 
alone, uncared for, neglected by the hirelings 
about me. Dying, with no one to care for me, 
no one to regret me; robbed of my pitiful posses- 
sions by myservants. ‘Terrible! Terrible! Some- 
thing must be doneabout it. I’ve little time left. 
I’ve wasted so.much of it already. Hallo, you, 
boy. (Messenger boy enters.) Do you know if 
they’ve sold the prize turkey at the poulterers? 
Not the little one, the big one. 

Boy— 

Yes, sir—no, sir—it’s hanging there yet, sir. 

Scrooge— 

Go and buy it, and tell ’em to send it here, P11 
tell °em where to take it. (Hit Boy.) Vllsend 
it to Bob Cratchit’s. That vision of their dinner 
was a good idea. They never could afford it on 


‘ 
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fifteen ‘“‘bob’’? a week. I’m glad the Spirits fin- 
ished with me soearly in the day. There’ll be 
plenty of time to cook the bird. (Boy enters with 
turkey. ) 

Boy -- 

Here’s the turkey. 

Scrooge— 

Here’s the turkey! Hallo! Whoop! How are 
you? Merry Christmas! Here you are. Hi, 
boy, you can’t carry that all the way to Camden 
Place, getacab. Here. (Handing him the ad- 
dress and cab fare.) ‘There, that’s off my mind. 
Now I’]] go to Nephew Fred’s for dinner. Ti 
help him if he needs help, and Ill enjoy life like 
a man and nut like a money bag. I will. That’s 
what Pll do. And that Bob Cratchit! Vl give 
him such a Merry Christmas as he never had _ be- 
fore. Vl raise his salary. Vl help him with 
his children. Ill help Tiny Tim, for with proper 
care he will live for many years. Christmas a 
humbug? Well, rather not! Merry Christmas, 
Everybody! 

All (outside)— 

Merry Christmas, Mr. Scrooge! Merry Christ- 
mas, everybody ! 

(Curtain. ) 


An Interview with Santa 
Claus 


By Willis N. Bugbee 
and 


The Truly Believers 


By S. Emily Potter 


CHARACTERS 


George, Kris Kringle 
James, | Reporters Knecht Rupert 
Hlen7y, Nisson . 
Santa Claus Kristine 

Mrs. Santa Claus Babousca 
Ivan—Servant Befano 

King Cole’s Fiddlers Little Boy Blue 


Old Mother Goose 
Santa's Helpers—Fopr boys and four girls. 


COSTUMES 


Reporters—Piain suits in first scene ; heavy coats and 
caps at beginning of second scene. 

Santa Claus—Tnhe old familiar costume. 

Mrs. Claus—Dress of heavy, dark-colored material 
trimmed with red; large apron and glasses. 

Ivan—Dark-colored reefer, belt, cap and boots. 

Kris Kringle—The costume of Santa Claus modified 
just enough to suggest a Hollander. 

Knecht Ruperi—In court costume, long cloak, and 
plume on hat. Carries bundle of small whips. 

Nisson—In Brownie costume. 

Kristine—Bright-colored dress of thick material, 
long cloak, peaked hood. ; 

Babousca—An old lady in Russian costume, long 
cloak and hood. She carries basket. 

(The dresses of Kristine and Babousca may also be 
suggestive of the Mother Goose costume.) 

Sefano—As an Itatian in gayest holiday dress, bright- 
colored shawl over head. 

fiddless—Bright coats, tight-fitting knee trousers, 
long hose, buckled shoes. 

eae ale See Mother Goose books. 

Flelpers—(Boys)—Colored frocks or blouses, me- 
chanics’ caps. (Girls)—Similar to Mrs. Claus, but 
without glasses. 


STAGE ARRANGEMENT 


The rear portion of stage represents the home of 
Santa Claus. Toys, dolls, etc., decorate the walls. 


An Interview With Santa Claus 
SCENE I 

This requires but little stage room. The rear por- 
tion of stage may be concealed by curtain and this scene 
presented at the front «f stage, thus avoiding a re- 
arrangement of scenery. 

(Enter Reporters carrying suit cases. Small tablets 
and pencils in pockets.) 

George—Hurrah for Santa Claus Land! I'll tell you 
what, this is going to be something great—this visit to 
Santa’s realm. 

(Each one places suit case on end and sits upon it.) 

James—You’re right—it’s a rare chance. It will be 
the first time he has ever been interviewed. Aimost 
everybody else from the president of the United States 
to the Emperor of China has been ‘‘written up,’’ but 
Santa has always escaped us. 

Hlenry—And now he has invited us to visit him in 
his own home—why, it will make us famous. 

George—And to think that he has sent his new flying 
machine ‘‘Chain Lightning’’ to take us there! It’s 
too good tobe true. | 

James—We will make the most of it, you may be 
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1. 


sure. I can almost see the headlines as they will ap- 
pear in the ‘‘Daily Herald.’’ (Mentions name of any 
local paper and pretends to read.) ‘‘ Discovered at Last 
—The Children’s Friend! An Interview with Santa 
in his own Home.’’ My! It will make a great hit. 

Henry—It will be the greatest newspaper sensation 
of the year. 

James—I intend to write down everything that I see 
and hear. 

(Sounds of bell ringing and whistle blowing outside.) 

Henry—Hello! What's that? 

(Lnter Ivan.) 

Ivan—Ho! ho! my jolly reporters! Are you ready 
for the journey? 

Reporters—Yes, yes! When will you start? 

Zvan—Just as soon asIcan oil the machine. Pre- 
pare yourselves to take the swiftest ride you ever took 
in your lives. 

James—Shall we make many stops on the way? 

Ivar—Only once, to get Santa’s mail. 

(Hai Tvan:) 

(Boys stand and sing the following song to tune of 
“Ho! Ho! Vacation Days are Here.’’ Hold tablet 
and pencil in hands.) 


Ho! Ho! We’re off for Santa’s Land 
For dear old Santa’s Land. 
Would you not like to join our band 
(pointing to audience with pencil) 
For dear old Santa’s Land? 
We wish that all the girls and boys 
Could see that wonderland of toys, 
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*Twould be the greatest of all joys 
To see old Santa’s Land. 


But we will write it down for you 
(imitate writing) 
About old Santa’s Land, 
And tell it all so very true 
About old Santa’s Land. 
We’ll write it just the best we can, 
About that funny little man 
Who lives in that mysterious land— 
Ho! Ho! for Santa’s Land. 

Ivan (putting head in at dooy)—Al\l aboard! (Boys 
seize suit cases and file out.) Hold on to your hats. 
We'll be there in a jiffy. 

(Bell rings, whistle blows.) 


(Lustrumental music may be rendered between scenes.) 


SCENE II 

The home of Santa Claus. Mr. and Mrs. Claus dis- 
covered seated. 

Santa—Well, things are getting along first-rate. 
Wouldn’t wonder if we had nigh enough toys for the 
youngsters. 

Mrs. C.—Land sakes! Don’t figure so close you 
have to miss any of ’em. You know you didn’t have 
enough to go ’round last year. 

Santa—Yes, I know. Iran short just ’fore I got to 
the Fejee Islands. 

Mrs. C.—I can’t help but think how many more 
things it takes to go ’round now than it did a hundred 
years ago. You didn’t begin to carry the load then 
that you do now. 
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Santa—Times have changed since then,—there’s 
more of ’em. If anybody wants to get an idea how 
fast this old world’s growin’ in population, jest let 
?em take my place for a spell. 

Mrs. C.—I guess they’d be glad enough to give it 
up after the first trip. 

Santa—Maybeso, but I’m not complainin.’ If I can 
please the children, that’s enough for me. 

Mrs. C.—Seem’s to me it’s most time for Ivan to 
get here with the mail. 

Santa—And them reporters, too. You know they’re 
comin’ today. F 

Mrs. C.—Land sakes! I’d most forgot they was 
comin’ today. But I guess I’ve got victuals enough 
cooked up. They’ll be awful hungry when they get 
here, Ivan always is. 

Santa—Traveling is great for the appetite, especially 
in this new-fangled way. 

Mrs. C.—I’m anxious to see ’em. I’ve read about 
low they go snoopin’ ’round in every corner of the 
world. It’s a wonder they haven’t been here before. 

Santa—What puzzles me is why we weren’t discov- 
ered when they discovered the North Pole. 

(Bell rings and whistle blows.) 

Mrs. C.—I declare! Here’s Ivan now. 

(Bell rings again. Ivan enters followed by reporters.) 

Ivax—Here they are! MHere’s the reporters! 

(Santa rises to greet them. Shakes hands with each.) 


Santa—Glad to see you! Glad to see you! So 
you’ve come to interview me, eh? 


George—Yes sir; we hope to do so. 
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Santa—Well, I guess you can. Let me introduce 
you to the head of the house, first. Ho! ho! ho! 
(Mudges her.) 

Mrs. C. (shaking hands)—Bless you, you’re jist as 
welcome as you can be. But you mustn’t mind Santa. 
He’s got to have jist so much fun, anyway. 

Flenry—We’ve heard he was a jolly man. 

Mrs. €.—Well, I guess you’d know it if you lived 
with him. Did you have a nice ride? 

James—We came so fast that we hardly had time to 
think about it. 

Santa—That’s it. The flying-machine is jest the 
thing for my business. You see Mrs. Claus objected 
to my buyin’ one at first. She wanted me to stick to 
the reindeer. Of course, Dunder and Blitzen were all 
right in their day, but I calculate I can make the trip 
in about half the time now. 

Ivan—Here’s the weather forecast, sir. (Hands 
card to Santa.) 

George—Why, do you have weather reports away up 
here? 

Santa—Oh, yes, ever since the weather bureau was 
started. Let me see what it says. (eads),; ‘‘Gen- 
erally fair in Eastern United States; heavy snows in 
Lake region and Canada; probable blizzards in Rocky 
Mountain region; rain east of the Andes; high winds 
around the Cape of Good Hope; dense fogs in British 
Isles.’’ Nota very good prospect, eh? Have to make 
the best of it, that’s all. 

Henry— Mr. Claus, do you make all of the toys—the 
jumping-jacks and tops and sleds and drums and dolls 
that you put into the children’s stockings? 
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Santa—Do I make ‘em all? Bless your hearts, I 
couldn’t make ’em all alone. Wait, and vou will see. 
(Goes to door and whistles or calls. Enter four boys 
who sing the following verse to tune of ‘‘Comin’ Thro’ 
the Rye’’)— 

We are Santa’s willing workers, 
Busy all the year 

Making toys and gifts and playthings 
For the children dear. 


(The workmen carry small carts, jumpingjacks, or 
toys upon which they appear to be busily at work during 
chorus.) 

Chorus— 


Oh, ’tis fun to work for Santa, 
He’s a jolly man, 

And we do our best to please him— 
Just the best we can. 


(Enter four girls sewing dolls’ dresses. They sing.) 
We are Santa’s busy workers, 
Every day we sew, 
Making dresses for the dollies,— 
See our needles go. 


a 


(All ave busy at work during chorus. ) 
Chorus— 
Should the children not be happy 
With such gifts as these, : 
When they find them in their stockings 
Or on Christmas trees? 


(The chorus may be repeated, the boys whistling and 
girls singing “Tra, la, la, etc.’ Helpers retire.) 


James—That explains where the toys came from. 
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Géorge—Do you get very many letters from the 
children, Mr. Claus? 


Santa—Many letters? I should say so! Ivan, bring 
in a few of those letters. (/van leaves room and re- 
turns with a barrel or large basket, at the top of which 
cloth is attached so that it hangs loosely inside and a 
few letters are placed thereon.) I've got one room 
chuck full. They come from all over. I’ve got 'em 
from every town in the United States and Canada and 

“some from England and Australia and goodness knows 
where else. It’s interesting to read some of ’em. 
(Letters may be read, if desired, using names of chil- 
dren known to audience.) 


Hlenry—But how do you manage to keep track of all 
the children and where they live? 


Santa—Keep their names all in big books—a regular 
system. Mrs. Ciaus takes charge of ’em. She’s my 
bookkeeper. 


Mrs. C.—It takes a good many books the size of this 
one. (She gets a very large book from table or off 
stage. If desired she may say, ‘‘ Here’s some of the 
names from—’’ and may then open book and read names 
ofa few very small children in neighborhood.) Santa 
knows I love children so well that I wouldn’t miss 
any of ’em for the world if I could help it. 


Santa—She’s too fond of ’em sometimes. Some of 
’em ought to get whips instead of presents. You know 
some children have a habit of ‘‘playing up’’ good 
‘Jest *fore Christimas.’’ (Zo reporters.) Maybe 
you’ve done that way yourselves, eli? 


Mrs. C.—Now, pa, don’t go to findin’ fault. It 
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doesn’t do any harm if you do give away a few more 
presents here and there. 


Santa—You know I’m not finding fault. I’m only 
tellin’ things as they are. 


George—It is reported that you have a monopoly on 
the business, Mr. Claus, and that you have everything 
pretty much your own way up here in the polar 
regions. Is that true? 


Santa—Ho! ho! ho! A monopoly! Well jest write 
it down, and when you get home tell your folks that 
anybody’s got the right to start in this kind of business 
that wants to,—the more the better. 


Mrs. C.—Wand sakes! We’d be glad to have ’em do 
it. 

Santa—I guess you’ve never heard of my cousin, 
Kris Kringle, have you? He's in business for himself 
—looks after the children of Holland. Then there’s 
Kristine who goes to Norway, and Babousca to Russia, 
and Nisson to Denmark and— 


Henry—Where do they all live? 


Santa—Just over the other side of that big iceberg 
you see yonder. (/oinds.) Telephone over, mother, 
and tell ’em to come here at once, and, by the way, 
tell Mother Goose to send King Cole’s orchestra over 
to give us some music. 


(Mrs. C. leaves room or pretends to send message 
over an imitation telephone which may hang upon rear 
wall,’ 


James—What? Telephones and orchestra—do you 
have such things? And Mother Goose—does she live 
here? 
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Santa—Oh, yes, we are not so far beliind the times 
as you may think, in fact we are a little ahead if any- 
thing. We’ve got plenty of neighbors, too, in a world 
of our own. 

(Enter Kris Kringle, Knecht Rupert, Nisson, Kris- 
tine, Babousca, and Befano.) 

Kris Kringle—Vat for you vant to see us, Meester 
Claus? 

Santa—Why, it’s like this,—the folks where these 
young men come from think I’ve got a monopoly on 
the business of filling stockings and shoes and Christ- 
mias trees, and they want to know it it’s true. 

Kris—Mo-nop-o-ly, ish idt? Dat vas not drue. I 
haf Holland all py mineself to fill oup der shildern’s 
shoes py der door oudt. 

Visson— What would the children of Denmark do 
without their Nisson, I’d like to know? 


Kristine—No one but Kristine decks the Christmas 
trees of Norway. 


Babousca—And who but old Babousca would the 
children of Russia thank for their gifts? 


Befano—Good Befano feela de urns of de leetle 
Italian children. 


Knecht Rupert—Undt how, mitoudt Rupert, vould 
der pad shildrens haf der whips vat vas coming to dem? 


Santa—What do you think now? 


George—We know that our people have been mis- 
taken and we shall tell them so when we reach home. 


(Enter Mother Goose, Three Fiddlers, and Boy Blue, — 
the latter with horn.) 
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Mrs. C.—Why, here’s Mother Goose. It’s so good 
of you to come, but how could you leave your family? 


Mother Goose—Oh, I left Mother Hubbard to look 
after ’em. I was afraid these boys would get to cut- 
tin’ up tricks so I came along, too. 

Santa—Now we'll have some music. Give us a 
lively tune. 


(The ‘‘orchestra’’ may play a tune tf possible, other- 
wise they may go through the motions while the real 
music is produced by piano and violin off stage.) 

Henry—Won’t we have a great story to tell the chil- 
dren when we get homie. 


James—And Santa shall not be sorry that we camie to 
interview him. 


Mrs. C.—Vand sakes! We ain’t sorry a bit. 


Santa—We’re rather enjoying the interview and hope 
you’ll come again some time. 


Reporters—Hurrah for Santa Claus Land! 


(They step to front, tablets in hand and sing what 
they are supposed to have written. Sing to tune of 
“Revolutionary Tea.’’ All characters should be 
grouped upon stage.) 


Old Santa Claus lives far away in the north, 
In the land of the white teddy bear, 

And when we have told all the sights we have seen 
We know you will long to be there. 

There’s old Mother Goose with her familv so large, 
King Cole with his fiddlers three, 

And Santa himself is a jolly old elf, 
And his wife is as jolly as he, 
Oh, yes, she's as jolly as he. 
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There’s merry old Kris whom the Dutch children love, 
Old Nisson, the queer brownie man, 
Kristine and Babousca and Rupert so gay, 
Who belong to old Santa Claus’ clan; 
And these are not all, there are many beside 
Whom you’d be delighted to see, 
But Santa himself is a jolly old elf 
And the rest are as jolly as he, 
Oh, yes, they’re as jolly as he. 


NoTE.—The tunes of ‘‘Ho! Ho! Vacation Days are 
Here’’ and ‘‘Comin’ Thro’ the Rye’’ may be found 
in Nonabel Song Collection, 25 cents. ‘‘ Revolutionary 
Tea’’ will be found in Song Patriot, 15 cents. Hither 
book will be furnished by the publishers of this 
book at price named. 


The “‘Truly-Believers”’ 


A CHRISTMAS EXERCISE 


This exercise is designed for little children, either 
boys or girls, or both. Two or more take part. If but 
two recite, the entire exercise should be enacted to- 
gether. When more are selected, the stanzas may be 
divided among them; all should, however, participate 
in the movements. 

White night-clothes siiould be worn, and little night- 
caps for the girls. 

At the back of the platform there should be concealed 
a number of bulkily filled stockings, with as large a 
projecting article as possible, so as plainly to be seen 
by the audience at the proper time. 

Appropriate gestures accompany each stanza, as the 
lines may suggest. In stanza 5, the children should 
‘‘chuckle,’’ in imitation of Santa. In stanza 6, they 
tip-toe off to ai imaginary bed, taking care to reach 
the hidden stockings. These they carry back to the 
front of the platforra, and hug them with exaggerated 
hugs for the last two stanzas. The last stanza should 
be especially emphasized by every forefinger, pointed 
at the audience. 


We truly believe in Santa Claus, 
Dearest of Christmas friends! 
Who lives far off 
In the frozen North, 
Where the great, big, round world ends. 


THE TRULY-BELIEVERS 


We truly believe in his reindeer eight, 
That over the house-tops fly. 
And the heaped-up sled 
That speeds ahead, 
Like a meteor in the sky. 


We truly believe in those drums and dolls 
For every good child we see. 
And the sticks that go 
>Mid pain and woe 
To the naughty ones,—not you nor me. 


We truly believe ’tis exactly so,— 
That Santa slips into the room 
Down the chimney-mouth wide, 
Where hang side by side, 
The family hose, we presume. 


And we beJieve Santa just chuckles with glee 
As he fills them all up to the brim, 
With all sorts of dollies 
And all sorts of follies 
For Molly and Polly and Jim. 


We truly believe it is proper and right 
That children should creep into bed, 
Each one in the house 
Should be still as a mouse, 
*Til the stars with the Dark have fled. 


And then, oh then! With the peep of Dawn, 
While shouts to the rafters outring, 
Every stocking that bulges 
Its treasure divulges, 
Each child is as glad as a king. 
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If you are a ‘‘Truly-Believer,’’ ’tis sure 
That Christmas is brimmed with delight, 
And ’tis ever such fun! 
We wish every one 
Could be ‘‘Truly-Believers’’ that night. 


_A Visit to Santa Claus 


By Mary Louise Dietz 


CHARACTERS AND COSTUMES 


Dot—A tiny girl. White gown. 

Tot—A small boy. White gown : 

Santa Claus—A larger boy. Simple, appropriate 
costume. 

Mrs. Sania Claus—A larger girl. A long dress, 
white cap, apron. 

Dream Fairies—Three very small girls, dressed in 
white as fairies. 

Jack-in-the-Box—A very small boy, a bright figured 
gown and cap. 

Tin Soldiers—Any number of small boys. Costume, 
a short military cape and soldier cap made of-silver 
paper. 

Sandman—Small boy with a large bag. 

Dolls—Any number of small girls. Wear a white 
zown and baby hood. The talking dolls have a bright 
string fastened at the neck. 


Mother of Dot and Tot—An older girl. Dress tong, 
any appropriate costume. 


Several boys and girls who represent sisters and 
brothers of Dot and Tot. 


Sleepy Head Giants—Four large boys. Wear over- 
coats aud toboggan caps. 


Stage Manager— 


(All the children in the grade can be easily used in 
this play.) 


A Visit to Santa Claus 


INTRODUCTION 
Small Boy or Girl— 


Mamma says that at Christmas time, she al- 
ways wants to bea little girl again. I feel so 
sorry for mamma because she can’t you see. I[ 
wonder if all grown up people would like to be 
little at Christmas time. If you would, we little 
boys and girls of the First Grade invite you to 
play Christmas with us. 

Oh, it’s such fun to pretend. First we shall 
play that it is Christmas eve and we must all hang 
up our stockings. Dottie and Tot must go to 
bed. They can’t go to sleep so the sandman 
comes and throws sand in their eyes. Then they 
~ are soon sound asleep. The Dream Fairies come 
and give thera a beautiful dream. What do you 
think it will be? Why, the Sleepy Head Giants 
are going to take them far away tu Santa Claus’ 
workshop. When they wake up, it will be Christ- 
mas morning. 

We haven’t any scenery and haven’t any cur- 
tain; but when you see us doing things that people 
don’t see in real plays, won’t you please let down 
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the curtains of your eyes? Please pretend that 
you see the scenery. Our stage manager will 
hang up a card to let you know where we are. 
That’s the way, they say, the people used to do 
when Mr. Shakespeare wrote his plays, and I think 
it’s a very nice way. Don’t you? 


ACT I—Curistmas Eve 

Arrange platform hke a room. A small cot or 
bed, chair, stockings. A fireplace may be drawn 
on the blackboard as a background. 

(Enter Dottie and Tot.) 

Dottie —Oh, Tottie, just think. It’s Christmas 
Eve at last. Ob, I just feel funny and tickly all 
over. Don’t you? Where do you think Santa 
Claus is now? Do you think he’s started yet? I 
wonder if it’s snowing ? 

Tot—Wish I knew. Say, Dottie, dear, don’t 
you wish we could see where Santa Claus lives 
really, truly? Wdlike to see all the pretty things 
—the tin suldiers and drums and jumping jacks. 

Dottie—And the dolls. Oh, wouldn’t it be 
nice? But let’s haug up our stockings. It’s al- 
most time for mother to come to put us to bed. 
(They hang up their stoching’s.) 

(Enter Brothers and Sisters--Willie, Jack, 
Grace and May. Recite or sing as they enter)— 
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**Christmas is coming! Hurrah! Hurrah! 
Ring the bells and shout with glee! 

Hang up your stockings one and all. 
Christmas is coming. Merry are we.” 


Willie—Coming? Why, it’s here you mean! 

Here! Hurrah! Look at Dottie and Tot hang- 
ing up their stockings. Suppose we hang up our 
stockings, too. Here they are! (All hang up 
stocking’s. ) 


Jack (to Dottie and Tot)— 


Do you know 
Santa Claus is coming here? 
Coming here tonight. 
Jump into your little bed. 
Shut your eyes up tight. 
Shut your eyes and go to sleep. 
Don’t you give one single peep, 
Santa’s coming. Creep, creep, creep. 
Down the chimney so. 
Yes, he’s coming, Dottie dear. 
Listen. Think he’s almost here 
With that dolly you can squeeze, 
Almost real enough to sneeze. 
Yes, he’s coming. Creep, creep, creep. 
Down the chimney so. 

Grace—Do you all know poor little Nellie? 
I’m so afraid Santa won’t find her away off in 
that little tiny house; so I’m going to pin this 
note to my stocking and tell him to give part of 
my things to her. 
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May—Yes, we will; and Oh, we must not for- 
get the baby’s stocking. Suppose we pin a note 
to her stocking too, and tell Santa Claus all about 
the darling. We must write:— 

This is our baby’s stocking 

So tiny and pink and small. 


Don’t pass it by, dear Santa, 
She’s the dearest one of all. 


Moiher says she’s our Christmas Baby, 
She came through the frost and cold; 
We’re afraid you don’t know her, Santa, 

For she’s only three weeks old. 


Such a wee, wee precious stocking 
For a wee, wee baby too. 

Won’t you give her a tiny present 
With lots of love from you? 


You'll hardly know what you can give her, 
Our baby—just three weeks old. 
So fill up her stocking with kisses. 
As many as it will hold. 
There. We’ll hang up the baby’s stocking 
right here where Santa Claus will be sure to see. 
(Enter Mother. ) 
All—Oh, here comes Mother. Merry Christmas, 
Mother dear! (Children run up to Mother danc- 
‘ang around her.) 
Mother—Merry Christmas, children. Now 
run away you older ones. Dottie and Tot are 
going to bed. 
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Children—Good night, Dottie and Tot. 

Mother—Now, children, it is time for our 
evening prayer. 

Song—‘‘Now I Lay Me Down to Sleep’’—By 
Mother, Dottie and Tot. 

(Mother puts the two children into their beds.) 

Dottie 
lullaby ? : 

(Mother sings softly some sweet Christmas lul- 
laby, says ‘‘Goodnight”’ and leaves the platform.) 

Tottie—I’m not a bit sleepy. Are you, Dottie? 

Dottie—No. Not the teeniest, weeniest bit. I 
don’t want the sand man to come tonight. Do 
you? I want to stay awake until Santa Claus 


Mother, won’t you please sing a 


comes. 

(Sandman creeps in softly at one side of plat- 
form, pretending to scatter sand which he throws 
into the children’s eyes.) 

(Dottie and Tot rub their eyes, stretch themselves 
and grow sleepy.) 

Tottie—Oh, how queer my eyes feel! 

Sandman (recites softly as he scatters sand)-— 


I’m the old, old sandman. 

I’ve wandered far and wide. 

Up and down and all around, 
None ever from me hide, 

With my sure and noiseless tread 
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Round and round the children’s bed, 
Until bright eyes are fast asleep. 
Then back to the Land of Nod I creep; 
Scattering sand, sand, sand 
Sleep, blest sleep throughout the land. 
There. They’re sound asleep. Now let them 
go to dreamland. 
(Sandman leaves the stage.) 
(Enter the three Dream Fairies.) 
Recite in concert— 
We are fairies from dreamland. Softly we tread. 
Gently, gently creeping to each tiny bed. 


Bringing the best of treasures, 
Dreams—sweet dreams. 


First Fairy—Bless their dear little hearts. 
Suppose we give them their wish and take them 
away to visit Mr. and Mrs. Santa Claus. 

Second Fairy—Suppose we do. Let us call the 
Sleepy Head Giants. They will be delighted to 
carry them away to Santa Claus’ house. 

(The other fairy goes out and brings in four 
Sleepy Head Giants who carry the children out, ) 


ACT II—Santa Craus’ House 


(Santa Claus occupied in looking over a large 
book. Mrs. Santa Claus seated in a small chair 
sewing a doll’s dress.) 
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Santa Claus—Oh, I’m so busy tonight, I must 
write the names of all good children in my book. 
Where’s my spy-glass? I must see if I can find 
some more good children. (Takes a long look 
through his spy-glass. Then seats himself at a 
table and writes names in his book.) 


(Enter Dream Fairies with the children, Dottie 
and Tot.) 


Mrs. Santa Claus—Well, bless my soul. And - 
who is this, dear Dream Fairies? 


Fairy—This is Dottie, Mrs. Santa Claus and 
this is Tot. We’ve brought them to visit you. 
Won’t you please show them the toys? They 
were so anxious to come that we have brought 
them in a dream. 


Mrs. Santa Claus—How kind of you, sweet 
fairy. We dearly love children, good children. 
This is Mr. Santa’s busy night, but I will show 
them the toys. Father, this is Dottie and this is 
Tot. You know them, I am sure. 


Santa Claus—Bless their hearts. Of course I 
do. (Pats them on the head.) 1am so busy to- 
night finding the houses of all good girls and 
boys. Mother will show you our prettiest toys. 


Mrs. Santa—-Here are ever so many things that 
Santa has made—dolls and balls and tops and 
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drums. Aren’t they beautiful? But would you 
like to see our moving toys? 


Dottie and Tot—Oh, yes—Please, Mrs. Santa 
Claus. 


Mrs. Santa—Just wait a moment and I will 
bring in some of my prettiest dolls. (Goes out and 
brings in a row of live dolls. She winds them up 
with something that will give the sound of a toy 
- being wound up. The dolls and tin soldiers 
Should be taught to walk with a stiff, mechanical 
motion. The dolls arrange themselves in a 
straight row.) 


Mrs. Santa—See these dollies, Dottie. Some 
of them go tosleep. (Shows how the dolls go to 
sleep.) Ah, this one has its eyes fastened. (Shakes 
the doll.) Wake up dolly. (Mrs. Santa presses 
on the breast of a number of the dolls and they 
say, ‘‘Mamma,”’ ‘‘Papa,” “I want some sugar,” 
cry, and say various things. All of this should 
be done in a little, squeaky doll voice.) 


Mrs. Santa—Pull this string, Dottie, and the 
dolly will say a piece. 
Dolly— 
I’m a pretty dolly 
Don’t you think I’m sweet? 


Bright, bright eyes and curly hair 
And tiny little feet. 
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Mrs. Santa—Here is another dolly that will 
say a piece. Pull the’string. Dottie. 


Dolly— 


I’m only a little dolly, 
But I can say a piece, 

Shut my eyes and turn my head— 
And now I°l! go to sleep. 


Mrs. Santa—Now I must wind them up and 
send them to their cradles. Mr. Santa wants 
them all rested to take to their little mammas. 
(Mrs. Santu winds the dolls up and they march 
out. A simple drill may be introduced if desired.) 


‘Mrs. Santa—Now I must show you my *‘Jack- 
in-the-box.’’ Boys always like Jack. Here’s 
the box. Butwhere’s Jack? Jack! Jack! Well, 
well, if that naughty feliow hasn’t run away 
again. He’s always getting into mischief. But 
I'll get him. (Goes out and brings in Jack.) 
Here Jack! Get right into that box. (An ordi- 
nary soap box will do.) Now stay there until I 
lift the lid. Then you may hop up. (She shows 
Tot and Dottie how Jack jumps and they also try 
to make Jack work. Then Mrs. Santa pushes the 
box aside and Jack immediately gumps out and 
TUNS AWAY. ) 


Tot—Please Mrs. Santa Claus, have you any tin 
soldiers? I like tin soldiers. 
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Mrs. Santa—Yes, indeed, dear. Some that 
will wind up too, Just wait until I wind them, 
up and they’ll come marching in. (Winds up 
soldiers and they come murching in. After a 
short, stiff drill, they stand still.) 

Mrs. Santa —There, now. They’ve run down. 
Pull this little string, Tottie, and the captain will 
say a piece. 

(Tottie pulls the string and the captain recites) — 

The king of France, 

With twenty thousand men, 
Marched up the hill 

And then marched back again. 

Mrs. Santa—Now I must wind them up and 
put them in their box. They have a long journey 
to make tonight. (She winds up the soldiers and 
they march away.) 


Mr. Santa—Look here, Miss Dream Fairies, I 
like your little visitors very much, but as I ex- 
pect to visit them in about fifteen minutes 
don’t you think you’d better fly back home 
with them? 


Dream Fairies—Oh, yes! We must hurry! 
Quick! Quick! Quick! Thank you, Mrs. Santa 
Claus—Good-bye. Good-bye. 


Dottie and Tot—Thank you Mrs. Santa Claus. 
Merry Christmas! 
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(The Dream Fairies take the children and 
hurry away with them.) . 

Mr. Santa—Mother, it is almost time for me 
to start. My reindeer are getting impatient to 
go. I must pack up my toys. 

Mrs. Santa--I will help you father. (They 


leave the stage. 


ACT ili 
(Tie Dream Fairies and Sleepy Head Giants 
_ bring in Dottie and Tot in their little bed.) 

Dream Fairies—Here we are. Safe at home. 
Away! Away! Santa Claus will be here soon. 
Merry Christmas to all and to all a good night. 
(The Dream Fairies fly away.) 

(Enter Santa Claus— He reads the notes. Fills 
the stockings and places a number of toys in the 
bed with the sleeping children.) 

Santa Claws—Good little children. Maybe 
they are dreaming about me. Ill try to make 
the dream come true. (He places a large doll in 
Dottie’s arms.) Now I must hurry away to see 
the little girl they tell me about in the note. 

(Santa Claus leaves the platform. At this time, 
if desired, a Christmas tree may be brought in. 
The stage manager hangs up a card—‘*Christmas 
Morning.’ Enter the brothers and sisters of 
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Dottie and Tot, ringing bells, blowing horns, etc.) 

All--Hurrah! Hurrah! -Merry Christmas! 
Wake up, Dottie! Wake up, Tottie. Santa 
Claus has been here. (They shake them and 
- Dottie and Tot sit up and rub their eyes.) 

Both—We’ve had the nicest dream! 

Others—Oh, get up! Do get up! Look at 
your stockings! See this dolly! 

(The older children take the little folks out of 
bed and are having a good time when Santa Claus 
suddenly appears. ) 

All—Santa Claus! Hurrah for Santa Claus! 
Hurrah for Santa Claus! 


Santa Claus—Y ou’re such a jolly crowd that I 
couldn’t help coming back for just a few minutes. 
Merry Christmas to all! ( (Throws some nuts to 
the children.) At this point the children in their 
seats who have composed the audience, stand, 
giving the Chautauqua salute and_ shouting, 
Hurrah for Santa Claus! 


Santa (turns to the audience much surprised) — 
Well, well! What does this mean? 


Boy in the audience—This, Mr. Santa Claus, is 
the Chautauqua salute. It means—**We are glad 
to see you.”’ 


Santa—Why, I can do that myself. (Brings 
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out a large, red handkerchief and waves.) It 
seems to me I have something in my bag for you, 
too. Merry Christmas toeveryone! (He passes 
round distributing the gifts while the children on 
the platform leave the stage and take seats with 
childrenin the audience. Close with a good social 
time. ) 
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